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ALTERED: 
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PROLOGUE to the Alteration of 
JULIUS CAESAR, 


| TOPE to mendSHAKESPEAR! er to match his ftile ! 
Tis ſuch a jeſt, would make a Stoic ſmile. 
Teo fond of fame, our poet ſoars too bigh ; 
Yet freely owns he wants the wings to fly : 
So ſenſible of his preſumptuous thought, 
That he confeſſes while he does the fault: 
This to the fair will no great wonder prove, 
Mbo oft in bluſhes yield to what they love. 


Of greateſt ations, and of nobleſt men, 
This ſtory moſt deſerves a poet's pen. 
For who can wiſh a ſcene more juſtly fam'd, 
ben Rome and mighty Julius are but nam'd ! 
That ſtate of heroes, who the world had braw'd ! 
That wondrons man, ,who ſuch a ſtate inſlav d 
Yet loth he was to take ſo rough a way, | 
And after govern'd with ſo mild a fway, 
At diſtance nau of ſeu'nteen hundred years, 
Methinks a lovely raviſber appears ; 
Whom, tho" forbid by virtue to excuſe, 
A nymph might pardon, and could ſcarce refuſe, 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


Pures CAESAR, Dictator. 
Buxus, | 
css, h | 
Dc. BRUTVUS, : Conſþirators.. 


TREBONIUS, | 


Casca, 4, 
M. Avrontus. 8 
| Jonvs, One enen 8 Froedien. 
PorxT1 * Wife of BxuTus. | 
Lucius, One of his Servants. 
Senators. 1 4 | 
Priefts. Ak, 

Tradeſmen. and Citizens. - | 

* SPURINNA, A Soothſayer. 


This Play. begins the day before C death, 


and ends within an hour after it. 
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JULIUS CAESAR, 


XET LCN E 


Enter two Roman Senators at one door, 
Tazsoxtius and Casca at another. 


1 SENATOR. 


WT AIL, good TzxzB0NT US. 

H 2 SENATOR. | 
Health to worthy Casca,- 6 99 
Will you go with us to the ſports to- dax? „ 
1 56 E NATO HH Te. 
Before this CA ESAR's time, we bad uo ſhe we 
Magnificent as theſe. 
"LE TREBONIUS. 

But we had triumphs : ; | 
And though the conqueror ſat high exalted, 
We all partook both of his fame and merit: 4 
The gaz'd-on warrior in the gilded chariot ; 
Enjoy'd his fill of fame, but, as Rome's ſubje@: 
And, to his great renown in glorious arms, 
A higher, much more valu'd crown, was added; 
Immortal praiſe for ſerving well his country. 
CAS CA. 


JULIUS CAESAR. 


CASCA. 
Oh how our hearts were fir d at Pomyey's triumphs ! 
The blood more lively danc'd within our veins : 
The very image of it ſtrikes my fancy! 
Methinks I ſee a thouſand noble captives 
Drooping with grief, which yet was lighter made 
By his kind uſage. After came the treaſures ; 
Our treaſures ! for it was not then as now, 
When one man's greedy gripe ingroſſes all. 
We did not as law-ſuiters for contention, 
Diſburſe more charges than the prize was worth ; 
Grow beggars, only to make others rich. 
TREBONIUS. 
But then, at laſt, behold ev'n captive kings 
In golden chains, with penſive thought look down, 
Remembring they had us'd their ſubjects worſe. 
| CASCA. 

Yet ſhew'd a gloomy comfort through their ſadneſs, 

For being vanquiſh'd by ſo brave a people. | 
TREBONIUS. 
Which of us, then, oh which of us went home 
From ſuch a ſpectacle unmov'd with joy, k 
Wich virtuous pride, to ſee our blood well ſpent, 
Our treaſures wy d. and our glory rais'd ? 

CAS CA. 
vet even to PoMPEy, chief of all our ſtate, 
No Roman but diſdain'd a mean ſabwiſſion : 
A tribute only owing to the Gods. 
TREBONIVUS.: 

But now we crouch, and ſtand in ſervile awe; 
Like children, fear the goblin we have made. 
; This 


JULIVUS-CAESAR: 


This CatsaR, tho” Diaator, is our creature, 
And from election all his pride proceeds. 
; CAS CA. 
We meet theſe murmurs now in ev'ry mouth; 
Ill-boding ſounds to late unſettled pow'r, 
Like new- built houſes, eaſily blown down. 
 TREBONIUS. 
Yet CAERSAR, ſtill intrepidly ſerene, 
Goes proudly on, deſpiſing us, and danger. 
"SCENE NH. 
Euter a 1 of « common 2 
| enn 
What's 1 this wa: and whither are ye Sing, 
My gazing fellow-citiaens ? To wait 
On your own ſhame, and ſtare upon your bondage? 
I know not what. you mean by ſhare and bondage: 
We go to ſee great Carsan, and the ſports. 
CAS CA. | 
And much good do you, Friend: you little think,. 
The man you ſo admire would be your mater. 
 _TRADESWAN: 
My maſter! he would ſcorn fo mean a ſervant. 
I hope you will not TE at mighty CAESAA 1!- 
| [Casca be 
CAS CX. | 
I only laugh at you for loving CazsaR. 


TRADES 
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TRADESMAN. 
Oh, is that all? Well, Sir, make bold with me; 
But have a care of meddling with your betters. 
CAS CA. | 
Betters Thou ſawey citizen, be ſilent. 
T RAD ESMAN. 
Then I am huſh'd. Speak you, Sir. 
eee 
What, to fools ?. 
To men whoſe minds are ſunk in low ſubmiſſion ? 
Born free, and yet contented to be ſlaves ? 
Form'd like the dull ſtrong horſe, to bear a rider ? 
Well, we.may wiſh, and yent our rage in curſes : 
May CaxsAR 


TRADESMAN. 


— * Hold and hear if he ſpeaks treaſon. 


CAS CA. 

* CAESAR live, as long as good men wiſh bim! 
TR A DESMAN. - 

r mean? he prays for CA xs AR. 

Long may he live Rome's great, and wiſe diQtator ! 


TRE'BONIVUS. 

Oh, my good friends, how blind are thoſe deſires ! 
Did you but know how much you curſe yourſelves. 
No people, ſure,” would be ſuch ſelf-deſtroyers, 

Tho' but in wiſh. Did ever men before 

Pray for continuance of a tyrant ague 

That ſhakes their very ſouls? Sce, how Rome trembles, 
And looks all pale, with loſs of guiltleſs blood ! 


Who has not loſt a kinſman, or a friend, 
. Whoſe 


”. 
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Whoſe honeſt life the war has ſacrific'd _——— 
To this man's wild ambition ? ik n 
Nay, are not you dead too, ſince in his pow'r 

To kill you when he pleaſes ? with «his diff*rence; 
That death, once come, frees you from all its force, 
Which ev'ry hour ye now expect with terror. 

Before this fatal time each good man here 

Was maſter of the world, and ſhar'd the pow'r ; 

Kings waited on your votes, and watch'd your wills: 
But now (I weep to ſay how ſad a change!) ; 

The greatneſs, nay the goodneſs of this CAESAR, 

Is founded on' our baſeneſs : for, alas ! | 

What muſt we be, to be forgiven by him ? 

And do you think, becauſe he gives you pleaſures, 

Treats you with ſhows, and popular appearance, 

That all this ſeeming ſoftneſs is not ſhadow ? 

A very trick to lull your thoughts aſleep, 

And then ſubject them? make them mild, and tame, 

Fit for the ſervile uſe of being ſubjects ? 

Thoſe lofty thoughts, which, like true mettled hawks, 
Were us'd to fly ſo ſtrong, and ſoar ſo high, 

Which nature has deſign'd to prey on tyrants, 

And not to ſerve them ; now are whiſtled off . 
With ev'ry pageant pomp, and gawdy ſhow. 

For Thame ! repent of ſuch a childiſh folly ; 

And rather tear, like Caro, your own bowels, 

Than live to ſee your country torn by tyrants. 


CAS CA. f 
And Poux too, methinks, ſhould be remember'd, = 
Who died for you ſo lately: on whoſe ruin 4 
This CAESAR ſtands, and ſcorns us all beneath him. 
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11 JULIUS CAESAR, 
TREBONIUS. 
See if they are not mov'd; the Roman ſoul 
Now ſwells within them. Go, my worthy friends ; 
And, if you needs will ſee your tyrant's triumph, 
Gaze on him then with angry envious eyes : 
Be ev'ry one à Baſiliſk to him; 
Kill him with ſtaring. 
x CITIZEN, 
Farewel, worthy Lords 

You love your country, and we love you for it. 

| TREBONIUS. 
Shall we not be accus'd for this? 

CASCA. 
: | No matter; 

We break no laws either of Gods or men: 
So, if we fall, it is with reputation ; | 
A fate which cowards ſhun, and brave men ſeek. 
If CartsAaR puniſh men for ſpeaking truth, 
My honeſt tongue ſhall dare his utmoſt doom. 
But here he comes, with all that powp and pride 
In which young pow'r ſo childifhly delights. | 


SCENE 
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8 E N E II. 


Enter CESAR attended by ANTONY, Baurus, 
Cassius, and many ather Senators: Sits down! 
in a magnificent ſeat, to behald ſeveral Divertiſe- 
ments after the Roman manner, When the ſports 1 
are ended, Ax rox v preſents him a Crown. 


ANTONIUS. 
Hail, mighty man! thou godlike CAESAR, hailt 
Stoop to our wiſhes, and vouchſafe to wear 
This crown, preſented: thee by all mankind: 
Shine on us, like the ſun, in your full luſtre ; - 
While Rome reviv'd lies baſking in your beams, 
And flouriſhes beneath that kindly heat. 
Adorn us with your pow'r, and make us proud 
of being ſubjecis to ſo great a king. | 


C AES AR. 
I am not call d your king, but your dictator; ; 
[CAESAR deſcends ſrom bis feat, | 
to the middle of the ſtage. 
A name, I hope, that bears as great a ſound ; 
If not, tis no vain titles that can help it: 
Therefore I both refuſe, and flight a crown, 
[He puts back the crown with his hand, 
at which the people ont for joy. 
Which can add nothing to my power, or Rome's. 
I'm glad, my friends, you are > eaſily pleas 4 22 
With my refuſing what I think below me; 
Were it above me, I ſhould quickly reach it. 
Your kings, it ſeems, exerted power ſo ill, 
* "That? 
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That you expell'd the hated name for ever. 

But tis the tyranny, not name, ye fear; 

And that my foul abhors, as much as you. 
Witneſs, ye Gods, I have no other aim 

Than to advance your good, and my own honour. 


ANFONIUS. 
Take then this crown, which ſeems ſo much for both ; 
[Offering the crown once more. 
For pow'r well-plac'd can never be too great. 


| CAESAR. 
Again! this needs not; 'tis unſeemly joy; 
| [CAESAR refuſes it, and they ſhout 
a ſecond time. 
It looks as if you doubted me before, 
And are ſarpriz'd to fiud my moderation. 


ANT ONIUS. 
*Tis I, Sir, am ſurpriz d; but 'tis with grief, 
He offers the crown the third time. 
Vo fee you thun a pow'r, you ought to ſeck ; 
At leaſt, reject it not with ſuch irrev'rence ; 
Crowne are the faireſt preſents of the Gods. 


CAESAR. 

Again! [He refuſes it again, and they 
ort the third time. 

Peace, you unmannerly, unthinking croud 1 © 
Are you ſo pleas'd? and have I no way left 
But this, to be as n as POMPEY ? 
How have I us'd my pow'r, that you ſhould fear it? 
Then, to be more ſecure, here take my life ; 
I freely offer it to ev'ry Roman : 
Let out that blood, you think boils with ambition ; 
I'd rather loſe it than out-live my fame; 
| ; Nor 


\ * 
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Nor would accept of pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe. . 
I feel their pulſes, and I find them beat 
[To ANTONY afide. 

Fev'riſh, and high, unfit for my deſigns : 
Their reaſon loſt, they rave for liberty, 
Like Imaticks, confin'd for their own good, 
Strive for a fatal freedom to be ruin'd. 

ANTONIVUsS. 
Therefore in pity, Sir, reſtrain them more. 

c AES AR. 
I'll guard them from themſelves, their own n . 

And will have pow'r to do whate'er I pleaſe ; 
Yet bear my thunder in a gentle hand. 
Like Jo vz, I'll fit above; but tis to ſhow 
My love and care of all the world below. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
MESSENGER. 


Some other ſports are in the field of MARS, 
Aad only wait your preſence. 
CAESAR. 
Let us go. 
The ev'ning is far ſpent, it will be dark ; 


And J. thou know'lt, have not been well To- day. 


[To BxuTvs. 
Exeunt CAESAR, and ANTONY. 


” JULIUS CAESAR. 
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CASSIVS. 
Will you not wait on Caz$Ax to the courſe? 


| BRUTUS. 
Not J. 
CASSEHV Ss. 
How ſo ? 
BRUTUS. 
I am not fit for ſports; 

I want the airy humour of Maxc: AN Tor, 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your defires, 

CASSIUS. 
BxvuTvs, I have obſery'd you much of late; 
I have not from your eyes that gentleneſs, 
And ſhow of love, which I was us'd to find : 
Pardon my cares, that only come from kindneſs ; 
Your carriage is a little too reſerv'd, 
And ſtrange, to friends who would be more —— 

B R UT Us. 
Casstus, miſtake me not: if I have veil'd 
My look, 1 turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myſelf: I am of late 
Troubled with paſſions of a diff rent nature, 
Conceptions only proper to myſelf, 
Which give perhaps ſome ſoil to my bebavicur. 
But let not therefore my good friends complain, 
(Amongſt which nutaber Cassius is the chief) 


Nor miſinterpret farther my neglectyt; 
But 
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But think poor BRurus, with himſelf at war, 

Forgets the ſhows of love to other men.. 
CASSTVUS. 

Jam moſt glad to find I was miſtaken. 

That error made this breaſt of mine conceal 

Thoughts of great value, worthy of your ear: 

Tell me, good BxUTus, can you ſee your face? 
BRUTUS. 

No, Casstvs; for, the eye fees not itſelf, 

But by reflection from fome other thing. 


CASSIUS. 
"Tis juſt : Then know, tis much lamented, BxuTvus,. 
That you have no ſuch mirror as might ſhow _ 
(Spite of your modeſty ) your own hid worth ; 
That you for once might ſee the noble ſhadow.. | 
J have heard ſome, of the beſt rank in Rome, 
(Except immortal Ca xs AR) talk of BxvuTvus ; 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wiſh'd, that noble BxUTvus had his eyes. 

B R UT US. 
Into what dangers would you lead me, Cass1vs,, 
That you would have me look into myſeif 
For. that which is not in me? - 

C ASS TU S8. 

Bxburus, hear; 

And fince yon know you cannot ſee yourſelß 
So well as by reflection; I. your glaſs, 
Will without all diſgviſe diſcover now 
That of yourſelf, which yet you knawrnot of... 
And be not jealous of me, gentle BxauTvus. 


Were I ſome ſlight Buffoon, or us d to. flatter, | 
B 3 Te 


 V_UIUVS CAESAR. 


To ow each man I meet with proffer'd love, 
And then betray him ; did I uſe to fawn, 
And hug men hard, then cruſh them with my ſcandal ; 
Or if you ever knew me riotous 
To loſs of reaſon ; then you might ſuſpect me. 
What ſhouts are theſe ? [4 great ſhout. 
T BRUTVU'S. | 
I hope, like thoſe juſt now, 
For joy that Caeſar has refus'd the crown. 
c Ass us. | 
If you hope that, you would not have him king. 
boogie rere 
I | woull not, Cass1us; yet I love him well. 


CASSIVUS.. 
And do. you think he would forgive that wiſh, 
Or would, ou your love, with that allay ? 


B R. U. T Us. 
If juſt, he lz and if unjuſt, I care not. 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long ? 
I ſee yon labour with ſome weighty thing. 
If it be tow'rds the ger'ral good, fpeak quickly ; 
I am in haſte to meet your noble thoughts. 
Set virtue in my eye, and let grim death 
Shake his unheeded dart] P11 till be fix'd. 
For, may the Godt 10 help me, as, for honour, 
I look indi rently on life or death. 


S ASss tus. 
I know your virtue, Bur vs, and dare truſt it. 
Well, honour is the ſubject af my tory. . 
I cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but for my ſingle ſelf, * 
. | | "ma 
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Tl chuſe much rather not to live at all, 

Than live to be in awe of any thing. 

I was born free as Cat$ar ; fo are yon: 

We both are bred as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 

For, once, upon a raw and guſty day, 

The troubled Tiber turn'd into a foam, - 
CAESAR ſays to me, Cassius, dar'ſt thon now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And ſwim to yonder point? Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plung'd me in, 

And bad him follow; fo indeed he did: 

The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With luſty ſinews, throwing it aſide; 

But yet, ere we could reach the point propos'd, 
CAESAR cry'd, Help me, Cassius, or 1 fink! 
Juſt as Ax N EAS, our great anceſtor, 

Did from the flames of Troy bear on his ſhoulders. 
The old Ax c Hs ES, I from Tiber's waves 

Bore the tir'd CESAR: yet this feeble man 

Is now become a god; and Cassius Is 

A wretched creature, and myſt bend his body, 

If CAESAR give him but a careleſs nod. 

A ſtrange diſeaſe poſſeſſes him ſometimes: 

This day I ſaw him fall into his fit : 

(That which delay'd the ſports till afternoon.) 
This god bas fall'n to ground, and foam'd at mouth; 
His limbs have trembled, and his eyes have roll 'd ; 
Yet now his look muſt awe the trembling world. 
Nay, I have heard him groan, like a ſick girl; 
And that ſmooth tongue which us'd to move ſo much, 
And make the Romans ſet down all it ſaid, 
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Would faulter then, and ſtammer out ſtrange things. 

Gods! why ſhould one of ſuch a feeble temper 

Be ſet upon the top of all this world, | 

To look down on mankind ? [4 ſoout. 

> DB $+U I": 8. 

Another ſhout ! ſure Rome is turn'd a revel ! 
[Another ſbout. 

I fear at leaſt they crown him with applauſe. 


CASSIUS. 
Why, man, he now beſtrides the narrow world, 
Like a Coloſſus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep abour, 
To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. 
Men, at ſome times, are maſters of their fates ; 
The fault, dear BxuTvs, is not in our ſtars, 
But in ourſelves, that we are underlings. 
BrxvTvs and Catsar! where's the difference ? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Shout BxuTvVs, and the echo is as loud: 
BxvTvs and CatsAR! conjure with thoſe names; 
BxuTvs will ſtart a ſpirit, as ſoon as Carsar. 
Now in the name of all the gods at once, 
On what high fame does this our Cats AR feed; 
That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd ! 
Rome, thou haſt loſt thy breed of noble blood ! 
When did there paſs an age, ſince time firſt was, 
That the whole world reſounded but one man ? 
When could they fay, till now, who talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls contain'd one fingle hero ? 
©, you and I have heard our fathers ſay, 


There was a BxRUTUS once, who kill'd his ſons, 
Aud. 


JULIUS CAESAR. 1 


And would have ſlain his deareſt friend, nay father, 
Rather than ſuffer Rome to be enſlav d. 


B RU TUS. 
That Cass1vs loves me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 
I ſhall recount hereafter ; for this preſent, 
I would not (if with love I might intreat it) 
Be any farther moy'd. What you have ſaid, 
I will conſider ; what you have to ſay, = 
I will with patience bear, and find a time \ 
Both fit to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, remember this ; 
BrxuTvuS had rather be a villager, | 
A worthleſs ſtranger, than-a ſon of Rome, ; 
Under ſach hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

CASSIUS. 

I. am happy, 
That my weak words have drawn thus much from 
BRUTVUS, 


BRUTU.S. 
A ſudden ſtorm ! I'll leave you, noble Cas81vs ; 
[Exceſſive thunder and lightning on a ſudden. 
We are obſery'd. At midnight, if you pleaſe, | 
We'll meet again, and talk of this more largely. 


CASSIUS. 


I will not fail to wait on worthy BxvTvus. 
[Exit BxuTvs, 


SCENE 


4 


41 JULIUS CAESAR. 
SCENE v. 
Enter Casca to Cass1vs. 


ess. 
Who's there? N e 
CASCA. 
A Roman. 


CASSIUS. 
Cas c A, by your voice. 


E AS CA. 
Your ear is good. The air is ſtrangely chang'd! 
CASSIUS. 
A very harmleſs air to honeſt men. 


| | e 
Who ever knew the heavens threaten ſo? 


CASSIUS. 
Who ever knew the earth ſo full of faults ? 
For my part, I'll walk ſtill about the ſtreets, 
Submitting to the dangers of the ſtorm ; 
Unbutton'd thus, and careleſs, as you ſee, 
Will bare my boſom to the thunder-bolt, 
Juſt as the firey flaſh begins to dart. 

CAS CA. | 

But wherefore would. you ſo much tempt the gods ? 
Sure, tis our part rather to fear and tremble, 


When they, for cauſes to poor men unknown, 
Send dreadful heralds to denounce a war. 


CAS- 


— . 
= 
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CASSIUS. 
You are dull, Cas c; and thoſe ſparks of fire, 
That ſhould inflame a Roman breaſt, you want, 
Or elſe diſſemble : You look pale, and gaze,” 
And put on fear, and loſe yourſelf in wonder, 
To ſee this ſtrange diſorder in the heav'ns: 
Think on the earth, good Casca; think on Rome; 
If fiery meteors, and fool-frighting ghoſts, 
If monſtrous births, and ſtrange portentous things, = 
As you believe, break nature's ſettled courſe ; i 
"Tis to accompany this monſtrous ſtate. - 
I could now, CAs CA, name to thee a man 
Molt like this dreadful night, which thunders, lightens, 
Tears open graves, and keeps ns all in terrof : 
A man no mightier than thyſelf, or me, 

In real might, in worth; yet grown a giant ; 0 W 
And ev'ry Roman elſe Genes but a pigmy. 1 

c AS c A. | 6 
It is not hard to gueſs the man you mean. 

| CASSIUS. 
No matter for his name ; for Romans now 
Have limbs and ſinews, like their anceſtors ; 
But where the minds of all our famons fathers ? | 
Dead, dead with them] we have our mother's ſpirits ; 
'Tis womanilh to fee, and ſuffer this. 
a CAS CA. 

Indeed, they ſay, the Senators to-morrow 
Mean to eſtabliſh Ca SAR for their king; 2 = 
And he ſhall wear his crown by ſea and land, = 
In ev'ry place, but here in Ttaly. 
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| CASSIUS. 
I know where I ſhall wear this dagger then. 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius. 
Herein the poor are rich, the weak moſt ſtrong ; 
By this, the wretched mock at baſe oppreſſion ; 
The meaneſt are victorious o'er the mighty. 
Not tow'rs of ſtane, nor walls of harden'd braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeons, the poor ſtrength of tyrants ! 
Not all their ſtrongeſt guards, nor heavieſt chains, 
Can in the leaſt controul the mighty ſpirit. 
For, noble life, when weary of itſelf, 
Has always pow'r to ſbake it off, at pleaſure. 
Since I know this, know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny prepar'd far me, 
I can and will defy. 

CASCA, 
And fo can I. 
Thus ev'ry bondman in his own hand bears 
The pow'r to cancel his captivity. 
Asus. 

And why ſhould CARS ARM be a tyrant then? 
Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but ſheep : 
" He were no lion, if we were not lambs. 
But oh, diforder'd grief! where haſt thou led me 
I ſpeak, perhaps, before a willing bondman, 
One whom tame fools miſcal a mod'rate man 3 
That is, a mean complyer with the times. 
But I am arm'd within againſt all danger. 


CASCA. 
Cassius, you ſpeck to Casca, to a man 


Whoſe thoughts have all this while ou: gone your words; | 


Here, 
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Here, take my hand, and make what uſe of it 
The times and our neceſſities require; 
I am refolv'd. 

CASSTIUS. 


Then, there's a bargain made. 
Now know, good Cas c, I have mov'd already 
Some of the boldeſt nobleſt-minded Romans 
To undertake with me an enterprize 
Of honourable, dang'rous conſequence. 
They now all ſtay for me in Poux 's porch, 
Aud ſuch a night as this requires a ſhelter ; 
A night, that's like the noble work in hand, 
All black, and terrible! But ſoft ; ſtand cloſe. 


Enter TREBONIUS. 


CASCA. 
TREBONIUS! now I know him by his gait. 
| CASSIUS. 
He is a friend ; pray hold ; whither ſo faſt ? 
TREBONIUS. 
To look out you. Who's that, METELLUs C1MBER? 


CASSTIUS. 45 
No, 'tis our Cas cA, one as bold and honeſt. 
Am ] not ſtay'd for? 
TRE BONI US. 
What a night is this! 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange fights 
CASSIUS. 
Well, let em ſee them. Tell me, am I ſtaid for? 


C TR E- 
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| TREBONIUS, 

You are. | 

O Cass1vs, if you could prevail with BxuTvs ; 

He, as a band, would tye our party ſtrong. 
CAS CA. 

Why, is not Bxurus one? I thought him ſure, 
CASSIUS. 


Be you content. TxEBON1Us, take this-ſcroll, 


And look you lay it in the ready way, 

Where BxuTvus needs muſt find it; then, throw this 
In at his window; ſet this up with wax 

Upon old BxuTvus' ſtatue : all this done, 

Repair to PoMPEY's porch, where you ſhall find us, 
Is Dres BxuTvs, and MARULLUS there? 


TREBONIUS. 

All, all are there, except MeTELLUs CIM EER; 
And he is gone to ſeck you at your houſe. 

CASSIUS. 
Away then; loſe no time: come, my good Cas Ca, 
We will go viſit BxuTvus yet ere day: 
Three parts of that good man are ours already, 
And, on the next aſſault, he yields entire, 

| CASCA. 

Ob, he fits high in all the people's hearts. 

CASSIUS, 
So, that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like the great art of Chymiſts, 
Will change to virtue, and to noble deeds. 
| | CASCA. 
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CASCA. 
Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have conſider'd well. Come, let's make baſte. 

CASSIUS. 
The ſun that ſees him next, ſhall find him ours. 
| Exeunt. 


Tnftead of the muſic uſually play'd between the afts, 
the following verſes are, after this act, to be ſung 
by a chorus. repreſenting the Roman people. 


Firſt CHORUS. 


I. 


HITHER is Roman honour gone? 
Where is our antient virtue now? 
That valour, which ſo bright has ſhone, 
And with the wings of conqueſt flown, 
Muſt to a haughty maſter bow : 
Who, with our toil, our blood, and all we have beſide, 
Gorges his ill-got pow'r, his humour, and his pride. 
IT. 
Fearlefs he will his life expoſe ; 
So does a lion, or a bear; 
His very virtues threaten thoſe, 
Who more his bold ambition fear. 
How ſtupid wretches we appear, 
Who round the world for wealth and empire roam; 
Yet never, never think what ſlaves we are at home. 


C 2 III. 
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III. 


Did men, for this, together join; 

Quitting the free wild life of nature ? 
What other beaſt did cer defign 

The ſetting up his fellow-creature, 
| And of two wiſchiefs chuſe the greater? 

Oh! rather than be ſlaves to bold imperious men, 
Give us our wildneſs, and our woods, our huts, 
and caves again. 


IV. 


There, ſecure from lawleſs ſway, 

Out of pride or envy's way ; 

Living up to nature's rules, 

Not deprav'd by knaves and fools ; 
Happily we all ſhould live, and harmleſs as our ſheep, 
And at laſt as calmly dic, as infants fall aſlcep. 


— 29 J 


ACT U. SCENE L 


BRUTUS alone in bis houſe undreſt. 


HE would be king, nay, will be, if he lives ; 

This moſt important day diſclos'd that ſecret : 

Ambition, like a mad tempeſtuous ſea, 

Swell'd him above the bounds of wiſe diſſembling, 

And ended all our hopes of future freedom. 

Juſtice and Liberty ! farewel for ever ! 

If BxuTvs is thus ſenſible of flav'ry, 

I, who am CAESAR“s friend, and partial for him; 

What is it then to others? to thoſe thouſands, 

Who mult lie heap'd in duſt, to raiſe him higher ? 

But my own words reproach me ; can I call | 

Myſelf his friend, and yet conſent to kill him 2 

By heav'n, no leſs than plain ingratitude 

That heavy load preſſes my tender mind; 

I cannot bear it. Nay, this CAESAR alſo 

Is hambly brave, and gentle in his greatneſs; 

Apt for converſe, and eaſy of acceſs ; 

Skill'd in all arts, matchleſs in eloquence ; 

In war and buſineſs indefatigable. 

Bounteous as nature, merciful as heav'n ; 

In all, ſublime, high, and unparallel'd. 

Yet oft humility is but the ladder, 

By which th' ambitious climber gets ſo high ; - 

But, when he once attains the upmoſt round, 

Then trait he throws the uſeleſs engine down, 
n Looks 
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Looks in the clouds, ang ſcorns the low degrees 

By which he did aſcend.” Then Rome is loſt ! 

But is there no way left us, but his death? 

What! kill the beſt, and braveſt of midnkiad, 

Only for jealouſy ! of being flaves. 

Oh diſmal Cound! Who can dread that too much? 

The fear of ſlavery is fortitude. * 

And, to adviſe bim! no, tis caſter 

To kill a tyrant amidſt all his guards, | 

Than give him counſel for his country's good. 

This Cats aR's prudence may a while reſtrain him; 

But if ambition once tranſports his mind, 

Down ſink at once all thoughts of right or reaſon. 

Goodneſs of nature makes ſome ſtruggle in him; 

But ev 'n that goodneſs will incline to think, 

Rome ſhall be happier, when himſelf is higher. 

Lvcivs, awake; what hoa ! why Lucius! 

I would it were my fault to fleep ſo ſoundly. 
Lucius, awake, awake | 


LUCIUS. 
Call you, my Lord ? 
SEV CT VUS. 
Get me a taper in my ſtudy, boy; 
Then come and call me ſtrait. | 
[Exit Lucius; re- enters immediately. 
eren 
; | Here is a ſcroll 
Newly thrown in at window, faſt ſeal'd up. 
BR UT US. 
Give it me, boy, and haſte to light the taper. 
(Exit Lucius. 


"Tis 


— 
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'Tis not yet day, but ſuch a fiery night, 
That I may make a ſhift to-read this parchment. 
« BRUTUS, awake; for Rome has loſt her reſt, 

| Reads. 
** And takes it ill that thou ſhouldſt ſleep fo ſoundly : 
« Awake, and ſtrike !— There was a BRUTVUs once 
% And TARQUIN ”--- Ha thus I mult piece it out; 
There was a BRUTUs who redeem'd his country, 
And did what now we all expect from thee. 
„ Shall Rome ”---"Tis dark, but ſure it muſt be thus. 

[Reads, 

« Shall Rome, the miſtreſs of the proſtrate world, 
Be raviſh'd by a Tyrant? BxvuTvus, ſtrike.“ 
O Rome / and doſt thou call upon thy BxuTvs ? 
Am I thought worthy of thy choice ? Tis done: 
Thou ſhalt not wait for aid that I can bring thee, 


Enter Lucius again. 
LVU CIVus. 
Somebody knocks at the gate: Sir, ſhall I open? 
BRUTUS 
See who tis firſt ; go, boy, and bring me word. 
[Exit Lucius. 
Would it were over once; I cannot reſt : 
In ſuch a plot there is no peace of mind: 


The harſhneſs of this deed would fink my ſpirits, ' 
Did not aſſiſting juſtice hold me up. | 


Enter Luczvs with a taper. 


LUCIUS. 
'Tis Cass1vs, my lord. 
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Is he alone ? 
LUCIUS. 
No, but I could not well perceive the reſt, 
Their faces are ſo muffled in their robes. 


BRUTUS. 
Let them come in. They are the faction! 


SCENE II. 


Enter Cassius, and the reſt of the conſpirators, 
muffled up, in their robes. 


BRUTUS. 
Welcome, good brother Cassius: welcome all. 
| CASSIUS. 
Welcome the hour that brings us thus together. 
| S RU T: U' 8: | 
Know I theſe men ? 
Ca $$SMUD:S. 
| You know them, and their un 
Which are all ſet upon the noble BRurus. 
This is TxEBONIUs, this Dreius BxUTUS, 
This CI x NA, CAscA, and METELLUS CIMBER : 
Tour friends, and followers all. 
BRUTUS. 
They are moſt welcome. 
CASSIUS. | 
BxvTvs, à word. [They whiſper. 
CASA 
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CAS CA. 
If Bxurus will but join, 4 
Our fabric's firm, and nothing then can ſhake it: J 
He is the cement that muſt hold us faſt. | 


BRUTUS. 
Well, noble lords, I am at laſt refolv'd ; | 
Ev'n againſt friendſhip, Juſtice has prevail'd. = 
Give me your reſolute hands. 
CASSIVUS. 
And let us ſwear. 


B R UT US. 
No oath : the cauſe already is fo ſacred, 
There is no need of oaths to make it more: 
If ſenſe of flavery, and noble ſhame, 
If thirſt of honeſt fame in after-ages, 
If glorious juſtice cannot move our fouls, 
They are too weak for ſuch a deed as this; 
Break off betimes, and ev'ry Roman here 
Retire with bluſhes te his idle bed; 
And then let tyranny for ever range, 
Till each man falls unpity'd : but if theſe 
(As who dares make a doubt ?) are noble Romans ; 
What needs a tye among us, but our words ? 
Plain honeſty to honeſty engag'd, 
That Caz84R ſhall not live to laugh at cowards. - 
Let prieſts, and women ſwear, and feeble minds, 
Which, wav'ring ſtill, need ſach a childiſh check: 
We are above ſach helps, and ſteady bear 
Our even ſouls, without one doubtful ſtart. 
What Roman dares be baſe in ſach a buſineſs ? 
Reckon his guilt, and ſhame, he ventures more 


Than if he did attempt ten thouſand tyrants, 
CAS- 
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C'A 8 198. 
- But what of Crexxo? ſhall we ſound him ? 
His gravity will countenance our heat. | 


TREBONIUS. 
No need of that, now BxuTvs is engag d. 


3 BRUTUS. 
I know him well, believe him juſt and wiſe ; 
Yet vanity a little clouds his virtue : 

Nor is he bold enough for ſuch a buſineſs. 


Ihe horſe that ſtarts, however good beſides, 


In war is troubleſome, nay, dangerous. 


..DECIUS BRUTUS. 
But Ax rox x, fo well belov'd by CA ESAR, 
That inſtrument of all his tyranny, 
If he ſurvive, will be another Cazsar. 


a TREBONIUS. 
Dzczvs, well urg'd; ANToNivs muſt die. 


| BR UT Us. 

Oh ! by no means ; our courſe will ſeem too bloody, 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs: 
*Twill look like anger, nay, like envy too; 

For Ax rox is great by Caesar's favour, 

Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers. 

We only draw our ſwords againſt ambition; 

Not againſt Cazsar's perfon, but his power: 

Oh! that we then could come at CA Es ARꝰs ſpirit, 
Abate his pride, and yet not ſpill his blood! [Sighs, 
It cannot be; CarsaAR, alas! muſt bleed. 

Yet, gentle friends 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; ; 


ers ſerve him up, a diſh-fit for the gods; 
: Not 
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Not mangled as a feaſt to beaſts. of prey.” 
Our hearts ſhould melt, like thoſe of tender parents, 
Who oft in ſharp, but neceſſary rage, 

Correct offending children with remorſe, 

Feeling more pain than what they make them ſuffer. 
This mercy too looks better to the world, 

Which ſhall not calls us murderers, but heroes. 

As for ANTON1vs therefore, think not of him; 
For he can do no more than Cats aR's arm, 


When Carsar's head is off. 


TREBONIUS. 
But yet I fear him : 4 
For he loves CAESsAR, and is moſt audacious. 


BRUTUS. 
I hope that loving Cazsar is no fault; 
Elſe I confeſs that I am guilty too : 
If he loves CaEs AR, all that he can do 
Is to be griev'd, and pine away for Cazsar : 
And it were ſtrange he ſhould ; for he is giv'n 
Too much to wildneſs, company, and pleaſures, 


| CASSIUS. | 
There is no fear of him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live and laugh at this hereafter. 


DECIUS BRUTUS. 
But hold, how late's the night? 
| BRUTUS. 
'Tis five, at leaſt. 


CASSIUS. 
O how I long to welcome the eighth hour, 
The wiſh'd alarm to our great purpoſes ! 


: | - DECIUS 
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| DECIUS BRUTUS. 
Tis time to part, leſt at our ſev'ral homes 
We ſhould be miſs'd too long. 

CASSIUS. 

But what if CarsaR 

Should forbear coming to the capitol ? 
The unaccuſtom'd terror of this night 
May move the augurs to forbid his going : 
And, tho' himſelf's above ſuch idle fears, 
Yet the moſt wiſe and brave muſt yield to cuſtom. 


DECIUS BRUTUS. 
Never doubt that: and tho? he were reſolv'd, 
I can o'crſway him; for he loves to hear me. 
Prudence, tho? much ſuperior, often yields 
To ſubtle mirth, and fly infinuation. 
If Catsar ſtay at home, becauſe it thunders, 
I can in jeſt reproach him with his fear; 


He'll laugh, yet fear he ſhall be thought afraid. 
BRUTUS. 

Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 

But ſee, tis almoſt day; ſome light appears, 


CASSIU.s. | 
Then let us be diſpers d, like foggy Gn, 
To meet again in thunder. 

BRUTUS. 

Friends, farewel. 
Only remember that we all are Romans ; 
That thought will keep up our exalted ſpirits. 
[Excunt Conſpirators; manet BRUTVUS, 


- 


SCENE 


JULIUS CAESAR. 


SCENE I. 


Enter PORTIA undreſs'd, as new riſen from bed. 


PORT IA. 
BRVrus! my lord, where are you ? 


BRUTUS. 
What, my PorT1A! 
Why do you thus expoſe your tender health |! 


P 0.4. 
Can I conſider health, without your love ? 
You have unkindly ſtol'n from me to-night, 
And by your abſence robb'd me of my reſt : 
How could my BxuTvus thus ungently leave 
One ſo unwilling to be left by you? 


BRUTUS. 
Chide not too much, my PoRT1A ; and yet 
There is ſome pleaſure to be chid fo kindly. 
Our ſex has tenderneſs equal to yours ; 
Yet we, incumber'd with vexations cares, 
No ſooner bend our ſofter thoughts to love, 
But buſineſs, like a maſter too ſevere, 
Stands hov'ring over us amidſt our pleaſure, 
And drags us to our tireſome taſk again. 


| r 
But life is ſhort ; oh! why ſhould we miſ-ſpend it? 
A wretch condemn'd to die within few hours, 
Would think them ill employ'd in compliments: 
D | The 
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The ſolemn trifles of a buſy world 
Are oft but compliment, compar'd with love, 
Whoſe ſhort and precious hours you throw away. 


ü er. 
Dear Pox TIA, now you but diſturb my thoughts. 


P'OR TIA. 
Can mine be eaſy then? Tis no ſmall thing 
Can vex your even mind, and make you froward, 
Froward with me, which you was ne'er till now: 
This night I folded you within theſe arms, 
And afk'd you if you flept, if you were well? 
Lou ſaid, you could not ſleep, and yet turn'd from me. 


BAU TITUS. 
Turning from thee is reſtleſſneſs indeed; 
Thou only comfort to my troubled mind ! 
May joys and full content remain in yours! 


| CQ:RT 1A, 
Oh ! preach content to one upon a rack, 
And he will hear as ſoon. 
My foul is ſo perplex'd with fears for you, 
That all the joys of nature, or of fortune, 
Could find no entrance here at ſuch a time. 


"BRUTUS. 
Retire, retire ;; talking ſo tenderly, 
You, like officious and. condoling friends, 
But more afflift that mind you would compoſe. 
I hope you think me neither falſe nor fooliſh. 
If it were fit for you to know my cares, 
*Twere ill in me to let you aſk me twice: 33 
Let that ſaffice, and leave me; 4 'tis a word 
I never 50 to thee before. 
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PORTIA. | 
Alas! © d 
You would not uſe it now, if ſtill you lov'd. 
Can you have thoughts unfit to own to me ? 
You are urjuſt, and I undone: farewel, 


BRUTUS. 
What means my PorT1a ? 


POR TIA. 
 , BxvTvs unjuſt ! 

Oh ! *tis a wonder, which your very foes 
Would not believe, tho' told it by your friends: 
And to me too, who had leaſt cauſe to fear it! 
So little I deſerv'd to find him fo. 
Am I but only partner of your pleaſures, _ 
Fit for your trifling hours, and to be kept 
At hateful diſtance from your nobler thoughts ? 
What is it I have innocently done, 
To loſe that truſt, which always follows kindneſs ? 
And therefore yours is chang'd ; I ſee it plainly : 
Thunder is fall'n on my poor gad head, [Weeps. 
_ all but I, perhaps, have heard the blow. 


| BRUTUS. 
In this you wrong me, PORTIA. 


; POR TI A. 
Would I did ! 
J never wiſh'd a wrong to you before. 


| BRUTUS. * 
How "2A I liv'd, and which of all my actions 
Has giv'n the leaſt occaſion ev'n for malice ? | 
I am, you know, not like the reſt of huſbands ; 
My promiſe and my vows are tics to me, 
D 2 As 


40 JULIUS CAESAR. 


As ſtrong as fame and virtue are to you : 
I will not mention now the bands of love, 
In which I thought we were for ever fix'd, 
What theſe unjuſt ſuſpicions may produce 
Either in you or me, alas! I know not. 
Therefore be calm and kind, as thou art us'd, 
And try ſuch rough ungentle ways no more. 
My mind, yon know, hardens againſt compulſion, 
But eaſily bends under gentle uſage. 
| PUR TT A. 
O let me now try that ſoft way again. 
Thus low, thus tenderly, I beg to know 
[Falls on his neck. 
That which, in troubling you, ev'n tortures me. 
Shunn'd as I am, 1 have a ſhare in all 
Your reſolutions, ſpite of your unkindneſs. 
You cannot ſhut me out from tender cares 
For ev'ry thought of yours: that zealous part 
The meaneſt ſlave may have in mighty CAESAR, 
And yet give no offence, 
BRUTUS. 
The mighty CESAR! 
I am that meaneſt fave, if he remain Abart. 
The mighty CESAR. Kneel not, gentle PoR TIA. 


PORTIA. 
I ſhould not need, if you were gentle BRUTUS. [Weeps. 
PRUTUS. 
Oh! my ſoft heart! my reſolution's arm'd 
Againſt all dangers, nay, againſt my friend; 
Yet, firm to all things elſe, it yields to love; 
| [Takes ber in bis arms, 


It 
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It yields to PoR TIA. You are now too charming: 
For pity, hide your kindneſs, or your beauty; 
There's no reſiſting both, 
POR TIA. 
"Tis kindneſs only 
Which makes me wiſh I had that beauty too. 
But are you, then, not angry ? 421 
BRUTUS. 
What! with thee ? 
The moſt obdurate creature, ev'n a tyrant, 
In all his height of anger, and of pride, 


Could not be proof agaiaſt one tear of thine. A r 


[Kiſſes ber. 
Oh! 5 be not you that ty rant then; 
For well you know your pow'r, and may be mine. 


e 
But tell me all. 


B RU TuS. 
Then, know, that they who came to me this night 
But why ſhould I go on to thee, my PorT14, 
In any language but in that. of love ? 
'Tis to profane thy ear to entertain it 


With any harſher found ; ſpare then thyſelf. 


POR TIA. | 
But you were juſt about to let me know. 


BRUTYVS4 i 
Know what! know things that will but trouble thee 13 
Believe me, Pox TIA, tis dangerous 
For thee to tread in theſe obſcurer paths; 
Serpents lie hidden there, whoſe conſcious ſting 
Will rob thee of thy reſt. 
D 3 Oh ! 
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Oh! preſs not thus to bear a part in that, 
Which with its weight will cruſh thy tender mind. 


PORTIA. 
I am a woman, but am CaTo's daughter : 
My heart is tender, but to BxuTvus only. 
Think you 'tis nothing to have ſuch a father, 
And ſuch a huſband ? 


BRU T US. 
Well then, bear it all. 


POR TIA. 
Hold, deareſt BxuTvs ! 
I dare not hear it yet; It try this firſt. 


[She ſtabs herſelf in the arm. 


BRUTUS. 
Hold, what d' ye mean: 


POR T 1 A. 

To try my fortitude. 
For, tho” I durſt have truſted my firm mind 
With any thing which but concern'd myſelf; 
Where you're engag'd, it was too great a venture: 
I doubt my firmeſt thoughts while you ſuſpect them, 


| BRU,TYU 8. 
Oh, wonder of thy ſex ! 
Gods! make me worthy of this matchleſs woman! 
Haſte, haſte, and let thy wound be — Ge. 
Within III tell thee all, 
And in thy boſom pour my very ſoul. 


Exit PokrIA. 


Euer 


JULEFUS CAESAR 42 


. ond Enter Lucius. 


LUCIUS. 
A meſſenger, my lord, from mighty CAESAR 
Is ſent to ſummon you, and Carvs CASSIUS, 
About ſome weighty matter preſently. 

[Exit Lucius. 

BRUTUS. 8 
From Caxs AR! and my brother Cass tus too! 
An early ſummons this! we are betray d, 
Loſt and undone, yet leſs in our own ruin, 
Than in the letting him eſcape. Oh! Rome, 
Thou haſt in vain depended on thy BxuTvs ! 
But I will go, leſt my delaying now 
Should raiſe ſuſpicion ; and if all's diſcover'd, 
My life is uſeleſs, and not worth my care. 

[Exeunt, 


5 


Between the ſecond and third aft, theſe verſes are to be 
ſung by a perſon repreſenting the Genius of Rome. 


| | Second CHORUS. 


O! to prevent this mighty empire's doom, 
From bright unknown abodes of bliſs I come, 
The awful genius of majeſtic Rome. 


F Great is her danger : but I will engage 
| Some few, the maſter-ſouls of all this age, 
To do an act of juſt heroic rage. 


\ * 939 
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*Tis hard, a man ſd great ſhould fall ſo low ; 
More hard, to let ſo brave a people bow 
To one themſelves have rais'd, who ſcorns them now, 


Yet, oh ! I grieve that BxuTvus ſhould be ſtain d; 
Whoſe life, excepting this one act, remain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it feign'd: 


But only he can make the reſt combine ; 
The very life and ſoul of their deſign ; 
The centre, where thoſe mighty ſpirits join. 


Unthinking men no ſort of ſcruples make ; 
Others do ill, only for miſchief's ſake ; 
But ev'n the beſt are guilty by miſtake. 


Thus ſome, for envy, or revenge, intend 
To bring the bold uſurper to his end; 
But for his country, BRorus ſtabs his friend. 


9 


* 


JULIUS CAESAR as 


ACT IL. SCENE I. 


The ſcene is CazsAaR's apartment, whare he appears 
| undreſs'd. 


CAESAR, 


MBITION, o thou tyrant of my foul ! 
How much a gentler Lord am I to Rome, 

Than thou to me! I am the only flave. 
This day was dully ſpent in public ſports, 
Things too magnificent for true delight, 
Joy dwells in filent ſhades, and private pleaſures ; 
In peace, and not in pomp : then, my long nights, 
Thoſe precious hours deſign'd for ſoft repoſe, 
Are by unruly cares thus raviſh'd from me. 


Enter TUNIUS. 


| JUN1IU Ss. 

BxuTvVs and Cassius attend your pleaſure. 
_ CAESAR. 

I tell thee, Juniys, my truſty freedman, 
That melancholic Cass tus needs obſerving. 
If Cer I could be capable of fear, 
I think it would be of that penſive Cassius. 
He loves not learning, no, nor poetry; 
Nor is his ſullen humour pleas' d with muſic. 


When others laugh, he ſo demurely ſmiles, 
; As 
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As if he thought it meanneſs to be merry. 
Seldom he likes what others moſt approve, 
And loves to praiſe what all men elſe diſlike, 
Such men as he are never at their caſe, 
While they behold a greater than themſelves. 
Yet he is brave, and ſhall have due preferment. 


[Exit ux ius. 


een. 


Enter Bxurus and Cassius. 


| CAESAR. 
You ſeem amaz'd at ſuch an early ſummons ; 
I have not flept all night. 
| CASSIUS. 
On what account ? 
CAESAR... 
"Tis only what I ſuffer from my cares. 
But my unquiet mind ſhould not diſturb 
Such noble Romans,” had you not been both 
Nearly concern'd in what I have to ſay, 
CASSIUS. 
BRUTUS. 
No matter; let us not 
Betray ourſelyes by want of reſolution. [ Softly. 
| CAESAR. g 
The two great vacant offices of praetors 
(On which ev'n neighb'ring princes look with envy) 
Shall 


* 
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Shall now be fill'd by two the greateſt Romans. 
J owe the commonwealth that care, to find 
Who beſt deſerves her favour or her frown. 


C4 SSD: 
We neither beg for one, nor fear the other. 


CAESAR. 
Cass1vs, I know your ſoul is void of fear, 
And above grudging at your brother's greatneſs. 


CAS S8 1I U.S. 
J underſtand no oracles ; but ſure 
BRurs and I are friends, as well as brothers. 


CAESAR. 
And therefore you will be the more contented, 
If I advance him ev'n above yourſelf ; 
Deſert like his can never riſe too high. 
I know no pleaſure equal to obliging 
Tranſcendent merit in an humble mind. 
Such modeſt worth ſhould get the prize from courtſhip. 
Vet this may only be my love's miſtake ; 
For, I confeſs my weakneſs, I am frail 
[Embracing Bur us. 
Like other men, and partial for a friend; 
Yet that's a fault heav'n eaſily forgives, 
Be thou, my beſt-lov'd BxuTvs, chief of praetors: 
And Cass1us may accept the ſecond place, 
[To Cass tus. 
Not only in the ſtate, but my aſſection. 
No thanks: a coin not counted among friends. 
[Exit CAESAR, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


CASSIUS. 
"Tis well it proves no worſe. 


TRL T- >... - 
What worſe can be ? 


e Ares. 
Sure, BRUTUS has no reaſon to complain. 


BRUTUS. 
Yes, of you, Cassius; if you can believe 
I would receive a favour from a foe. 
Is this a time to be oblig'd by Carsar ? 
Good Gods! had IT not doubts enough before? 
Did I not ſtruggle hard enongh for virtue ? 
That this laſt tenderneſs of his is added 
To ſhake my very foul? The ſtrong impreſſion 
May break my heart, but ſhall not bend my mind. 
Cass1Us in this is honour'd more than BxuTvus ; 
For, when our country is ſo much debas'd, 
Repulſe is glorious, and advancement ſhame : 
I'll not be rais d by him who ruins her, 
It was no private injury provok'd me; 
 Frowns had not frighten'd me, nor ſhall his favours, 
With all their Syren voice, entice me to him. 
I muſt go on-thro* virtue's plaineſt courſe ; 
In that ſmooth path there is no fear of falling. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter the Conſpirators, and other Senators. 


CASSIUS. 


See, if our friends are not already come. 
'Tis later than we thought. You are well met. 
CINNA. 
Is Cagsar ſtirring yet? 
CASSTIUS. 

Juſt now gone in; 
And will, when dreſt, immediately come forth. 
Fear nothing ; all's ſecure, 


S GENE V. | 


Enter CA Es AR again, dreſi'd. 


CAESAR... 
Welcome, my friends, 
DECIUS BRUTUS. 


The ſenate does attend great CazsaR's preſence ; -. 


And we are come to wait upon you thither, 


CAESAR. 
Let 'em attend a while; tis early yet. 


E SCENE 


= JULIUS CAESAR. 


Enter ANTON. 


What, AxToNY, who revels all the night ! 

Is he up too? Nay, then *tis time to go. 
"OAN'TONY. 

Rather to ſtay : I came not here in courtſhip. 

But *tis the ſacred college of the prieſts 

Which brought me hither ; and they wait without. 

Hear em, great CAESAR ; it concerns you nearly, 

And what does ſo, is for the good of Rome. 


| C AES AR. 
The ſenate ſtays; another time will ſerve. 


[As be is going out, enter the prieſts, who ſtop him. 


TAIEST. 
Great Ca ESAR, hail! forgive our zealous haſte, 
Urg'd by divine portent, which ſent us here, 
To warn the mighty ruler of the world. 


CAES 3 A R. 
Speak : I attend the meſſage of the Gods. 


PRIEST, 

As on mount Aventine I lately fat, 

Attir' d with ſacred robes, and ſouthward bund; 
The heav'ns all clear, and free from black Na : 
With my bent wand 1 the due rites perform'd, 
And parted all-the regions of the air: 

When lo, ill-boding birds appear'd from far, 
Bearing misfortuaes on their ominous wings : 


I gaz'd 


k — : "Is 
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T gaz'd upon them with prophetic {kill, | 
'Till a fierce flaſh of lightning check'd my fight. 
Then, in one inſtant, all the heav'ns were chang'd ; 
Clouds, ſwell'd with thunder, roll'd themſelves along, 
With noiſe too horrible for human car. 


C.A\E SAR. 

It thunder'd, and it lighten'd: well, go on. 
SECOND PRITIES T. 

Omens of ill in ſev'ral kinds agree: | 
Having new choſe for ſolemn ſacrifice © | 144 Y 
A large grown bull, the goodlieſt of the herd; _ 
With an unwonted rage he breaks his chains, 
Making fierce way thro” all the frighten'd croud, 
Which gaz d, and trembled ; ſo divided ſtood 
Betwixt their curioſity and fear: 
At laſt, he at the altar laid him down, | 
And ſeem'd to beg the blow, which none durſt 2; 1 
Then on a ſudden ſhook the air like thunder; 
And with unheard-of bellowing breath'd his laſt. 
When open'd, we beheld,” with eyes amat'd, 
This boiſt rous beaſt, that rag d with fo 2 clamour, 
Yet had no heart. 

CAESAR. 

And I ſhould ſeem like him, 
Did I give way to ev'ry idle fear. 

PRIEST. 
Is it an idle thing to fear the Gods? 
Thou'rt in their power, as the world in thine ; 
And each may own a fear without a bluſh, 


ANTE. ONSX... .. 
Good CAESAR, be advis'd: in this one thing. 1 * 
„ Yield 
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Yield to your friends, and ſend the ſenate word 


You are not well. 
CAESAR. 

What, ſend them an excuſe ? 
Have I in conqueſt ſtretch'd my arm ſo far, 
And fear at laſt to tell grey-beards the truth ? 
No, AxToONY, truth will bear out itſelf. 
] would do much to give my friends. content ; 
So let them know I ſhall not come to-day ; 
Cannot, is falſe; and that I dare not, falſer. 
1 will not come: go, tell it to the ſenate. 

[Tos Decivs BxuUTvLS. 
'DECIUS BRUTUS, 

But ſhall not I pretend ſome cauſe for this? 


CAESAR. 
The cauſe is in my Will. I will not go. 
That is enough to ſatisfy the ſenate. 


| DECIUS. BRUTUS, 
Sir, I obey ; but pardon my affection, 
If it offends you with untimely. care: 
The ſenate is reſolv'd to give a crown 
This day to mighty Ca ESA: who can tell, 
But by to-morrow their looſe minds may change? 
Aſſemblies are uncertain as the ſea, 
Which ebbs and flows, now riſes and-now falls, | 
Juſt as the hum'rous wind inclines to move. 
No woman changes more than crouds of men. 


JESS # 4% 
How weak your fears ſeem now, good ANTONY ! 
I muſt not let the fair occaſion fall. 
Prepare the ceremony; I am ſtay'd for. 
1 BR U- 


. 
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BRUTUS. 


Prudence in vain defends unhappy men :. | 
When heav'n ordains, the wiſeſt haſte to ruin. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


To be ſung after the third act, by two aerial ſpirits. 
Third CHORUS. 


I. 
ELL, oh! tell me, whence ariſe 
Theſe diſorders in our ſkies ? {4 | | 
Rome's great genius wildly gaz d; =_ 
And the Gods ſcem all amaz'd. | 1 


IT. 
Know, in ſight of this day's ſun, 
Such a deed is to be done, 


Black enough to ſhroud the light 
Of all this world in diſmal night. 


J. 
What is this deed ? | 


IT. 
To kill a man, 


The greateſt ſince mankind began: 
Learned, eloquent, and wiſe, 
Gen'rous, merciful, and brave ! 


E 3 I. Yet 


% JULIUS CAESAR. 
| * | 

| Yet not too great a ſacrifice, 

The liberty of Rome to fave ? 


W 


I, 
But will not goodneſs claim regard ; 5 =. 
And does not worth deſerve reward? e 
| "FAG 
Does not-their country lie at ſtake ? 
Can they do too much for her ſake? . 


Both together. 4 be. 
Tho? dreadful be this doom of fate, SAT ay: 
Juſt is that pow'r which governs all : 
Better this wond'rous man ſhould fall, 
Than a moſt glorious, virtuous ſtate, ns 
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JULIUS CAESAR! 


AGT W. SGE NE I. 


The ſcene a ſtreet, through which Cansar paſſes in 
pomp to the ſenate-houſe, attended by thoſe Senators 
who were with him at the end of the former att. 


Euer . haſtily. * © 


. CABS AS i 5 
nnn 


LIT SPURINNA,. 
| SPURINNA, 
* But not yet paſt. 5 
8 mo great CAESAR, to peruſe this parchment. 
| MESS AL A. 
'Tis from a friend of CARSAR, this petition ; 
At your firſt leiſure read his humble ſuit, 
SPURINNA. 
Oh! Caxsar, read mine firſt, tis for your ſafety : - 
Read it, great CAESAR, read it inſtantly. 
CAESAR. 
What moſt concerns ourſelf, ſhall laſt be read : 
I'll lay it up againſt a time of leiſure, (To cus, 


| c ASS I Us. 3 
What! do you trouble Cax#an'inithe fircet ? 


Bring your petitions to the capitol. 


- $PÞ.U- 
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SPURINNA. 
But, mine concerns his life. 


CA.SSIUV:S. 
I know it does; 


Therefore away ; we'll all take care of that, 


SCENE I. 


The ſcene is changed to the ſenate-houſe, which appears 


Full of Senators, who all riſe up at CassaR's 
coming, One of them whiſpers BRUTUS. 


SENATOR. 
All good: ſucceſs attend your enterprize. 
CASSIUS. 
What did he ſay ? 
B R UT US. 
He wiſh'd me * ſucceſs, 
CAS Ss IU s. 
See, he tes up to CAESAR — | 
We are betray d! But I will kill myſelf; 
CAgsAr or Cassius never, ſhall go back. 
BRUT.US.. 
There is no danger, Casstus; CAESAR ſmiles ; 
You may perceive they talk of ſomething elſe. 
DECIU-S-BRUTUS. 
"7m all kneel round to beg for CyMBzR's life. 
| DR U-T U. 8. | 
Tis mean at any time, but needleſs bn ; 


Go you; I will not kneel, 
| _ CAS- 


" wy — 
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CASSIUS. 
Well, what you pleaſe. 


CasCaA fries fil; but ſtay, Carsar will ſpeak. 


S C EN E UI. 


CESAR ſits on a ſeat above the reſt ; then riſes up 
and ſpeaks, while the Senators ſtand round lim. 


Now, rev'rend lords, if any weighty thoughts 

Oppreſs your minds, unload your cares on me ; 

For that's a burden which belongs to pow'r. 

Is there a barb'rous people yet ſo rude, 

Or ſo remote, as not to fear your arms ? 

I' make them join with all the world beſides 

In due ſubmiſſion to fuperior virtue. 

Is that great Parthian king ſo haughty grown, 

As not to reverence tis awful fenate ? 

My arms ſhall haſte to humble all his pride, 

And bring him bowing to your leaſt commands. 

Others, to raiſe themſelves, depreſs their _—y : 

But my ambition is to make your valour 

Shine out more bright to all the ſubject world. 

Yet vain were all my triumphs, if I ſhould 

Be fear'd abroad, and not be lov'd at home ; 

Therefore, what enemy have I not pardon'd? 

The name of foe excuſes hate; and harm ; 

And he that fears it leaſt, forgives it ſooneſt. 

Cold friends, indeed, are ſomething more provoking ; 

Yet I can paſs them by with ſcorn and pity. 

The equal law ſhall run its even courſe ;; 
| : Nothing 


E 


"$8 JULIUS CAESAR, 


Nothing ſhall interpoſe, except my mercy ; 
Jaſtice herſelf may. lean that way ſometimes. 
Plain merit ſhall not languiſh unregarded, 
While cunning courtſhip ſteals away the favour. 
On this depend ; and while I govern thus, 
You will not grudge, if I ſhall govern long; 
And not reſign my pow'r, like unlearn'd SYLLA, 
For want of {kill to uſe it. 

| CAS CA. 

Oh ! I can hold no longer. 

They all fab Cas AR, who firuggles with 
them till be ſees BxuTvs ftrike. 


CAESAR. 
What, Bur us too! Nay, then 'tis time to die. 
[Falls down, and covers himſelf with his robes. 
RU. U.S. . 
Liberty ! freedom! tyranny is dead. 1 
Nay, ſtir not, worthy lords, nor be amaz'd ; 
We mean no harm to any Roman here; 
Conſul, retire, for fear the coming croud 
Should preſs. too much upon your rev'rend age. 
CASSIU.S. 12 
Run to the Areets, and cry. out, Liberty}. 
Ring in their cars aloud that ul ſound. 
Stoop, Romans, ſtoop, 
And let us bathe our hands i in Canin) S blood, 
Beſpot our garments, and beſmear our ſwords ; 
Then walk we forth into the market-place, _ 
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Cry out aloud, Freedom and Liberty 
B R. UT US. MW 1.007 


The deed is done, what need we winwgh in it? 
| SCENE 
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S. E N E I. 
Enter a SENATOR. | 


Well now, what news? 


SENATOR. 
The people are amaz'd, 
Cry out, and ſtare, and run about the ſtreets, 
As in an earthquake. 
[They all ſtoop down to CAESAR'S bod, except 
BRUTUS. - | WR 


CAS CA. 

How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty. ſcene be acted o'er, 
In ſtates unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 


TREBONIU S. 
How many times ſhall Ca Es AR bleed in ſport, 
While the attentive throng ſhall melt in tears, 
To ſee his fall! 8385 
W. an 
As oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall this knot of us be call'd 
The men who gave their rr liberty. 
Let's venture forth. 
EeA 88108. 
Come, on then, let's away. 
Bxurus ſhall lead, and we will grace his ſteps 
With all the beſt and boldeſt ſons of Rome. 


BRUTUS. 
What! AxToxrY return'd, and without arms ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Ax rox v, and taking no notice of them, falls 
on bis knees to Cats AR's body. 


— 


5 RAD n 


ANTON T. 
I was unable to defend thy life, 
And therefore now can ſcarce endure my own, 
Thou great good man ! Is all thy race of glory 
Brought to this wretched end? Didſt thou ſcorn death 
In all thoſe bloody fields, to find it here? 
Oh, 'tis I feel it; thou art paſt the pain; 
But in my heart tis acted o'er and o'er. 
For ev'ry thought of thee, and of thy love, 
Gives me freſh ſorrow : take my tribute here 
Of ſighs and tears that always ſhall attend thee. 


—_— 


I alk your pardon, noble Lords; my thoughts 
Were too much there, to look on aught beſides. 
Yet think not I repent of what I ſaid ; 

For I will ſpeak. the praiſes of my friend, 

Nor fear ev'n heav'n, ſhould it reply in thunder. 
He was my friend, and I will till be his, 

Tho' the Gods rage, and mankind meanly joins ; 
Who Thew regard to heav'n in nothing elſe 

But ſlighting merit, when the Gods forſake it. 
Yet I, of all ſuſpected, and alone, 

Will boldly chus embrace this precious body. 
Nay, gaze not on me with ſuch threat ning looks; 
Think not, that if I valu'd now my life, 

I am fo fooliſh to expoſe it thus, 
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What hour ſo fit for me, what death ſo glorious, 

As here to fall with Cazsar, and by you, 

1 The maſter ſpirits, ſure, of all the world? 

2 Kill me then quickly; kill me with thoſe daggers 

That reek in blood of him I lov'd fo well: 

For, could I languiſh- out a thouſand years, 

I ne'er ſhould find myſelf fo fit to die: 

'Tis now a pleaſure, what may be a pain. 
BRUTUS. 


Oh! AxToNy, beg not your death of us. 
You little think, when you commended Cas AR, 
How much my ſoften'd heart approv'd your praiſe. | 
Rough tho” we ſcem, and tho? our hands are bloody, 
Yet, Ax rox, you only ſee our hands, 
Which, free, as thoſe of juſtice, from all rage, 
Have done a deed, ſpite of our ſofter fouls. 
Your friendſhip to dead Carsar we eſteem, 
And value yours the more: then join with us 
To ſettle Rome firm in its ancient freedom ; 
And we will join with you to make you great, 
As great as can conſiſt with liberty. 

CAS $1 US$. 


Your voice ſhall ſound as high as any man's 
In the election of new magiſtrates. 


B RUT US. 


= Only be patient till you hear the cauſe 
= Of all this ſeeming cruelty. You know 
| Cagsar us'd me as kindly as yourſelf. 
Were I ambitious, or fought private ends, 
This, ſure, was not the way, Witneſs, you Gods! 
E None 


— 
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None cer who kill'd himſelf, lov'd him he flew, 
Better than I lov'd CaxsAR 


ANTON x. 4 
Oh my heart! *Y 

Hold up a while, and help me to diſſemble-! Aide. 5 
Give me your hands, T muſt accept your love, 
Moſt noble BxuTvs, and yours, Car1vs Cassius. 
Alas ! my oredit ſtands. on flipp'ry ground; l 
And there's a precipice on either ſide. 2 
To anſwer this, your gentleneſs with, rage, b 
(Whep you thus ſpare me. ev'n againſt my will) 
That would appear but a too rough return: 
Yet may not this too look like fear, or flatt/ry ? 
That I lov'd CAR SAR. I muſt ever own ; 
That he lov'd me, bis favours ſhew'd too well: 
How ſhall I do my part to him, and you ? 
Unleſs you will vouchſafe to give me reaſons 
Why Catsar died; and let me bury him 
(As it becomes, his friend) with decent honour. : 
Then I'll but ſteep his aſhes. in my tears, 
And in his cold urn ſmother all, my ſorrow. 


BRUTU 8. 
"Tis juſt, we grant it; take his body hence; 
And I will join myſelf to do him honour. 
CASSTVY Ss 
Hold, Bx urs; firſt conſider well of that: 
The eaſy rabble may be mov'd againſt us. 
Who knows how rhet'ric may prevail on fools; 
'BRUTUS. 
We need not, Cass1vs, be ſo much concern'd; 


Now Rome's ſcenre, there's no ſuch thing as danger. 
| Twas 
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"Twas CaxsaR's ſoul we fear d, and that once. gone, 
We cannot uſe his harmleſs corpſe too well. 
'F | CASSITUS. 
1 | But yet I fear the worſt. 


4 B RUTusSV. 
3 Beſides, I'll go, 
b And ſpeak before him in the Market - place. 


But, Av rox, your praiſe muſt be ſo nice, 
As not to blame our action: you may ſhew 
Both love to CakSsAR, and eſteem of us, 

f C ASS IU S. 


His ſpeech ſhall be your pattern; fo we leave you 
To pay that pity which you owe your ftiend 


SCENE VI. 


Ax ron, who Hundt oper the body of Clanum alone. 


3 | ASTD, 
pPaity indeed! but what a wretched change: 

4 ; That thou ſhouldſt move it! Thou, whoſe wondrous 
© (foul 
2 Was high as ere humanity attain'd ; 

1 Yet gentle as the humbleſt of mankind. 0 

| [Enter ſome friends of ANTONY. 


1 | Thy vaſt ambition was but juſt, and like 
37 The element of fire when firſt created, 


1 F 2 Which 


[Exeunt all but ANTONY, - 
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Which ſoar d above the reſt, to ſhine more glorious, 
And chear the under world with light and heat. 
Thou ſtill ſhalt ſhine a comet, and portend 

A black and bloody ſcene of civil war. 

Theſe wounds inſpire me with prophetic ſkill, 
Which, like damb mouths op'ning their bloody lips, 
Seem to intreat the utt'rance of my tongue, 

Now the whole world, diſturb'd, will miſs thee ſoon ; 
Men ſhall bemoan their maſter, beat their breaſts, 
And lay upon thy death all their misfortunes. 
Wars, bloodſhed, maſſacres, ſuch horrid deeds, 
And fatal fury, ſhall be ſo familiar, | 

That cuſtom ſhall take off all ſenſe of crime, 

And ſhame and yuilt ſhall be but words forgot, 
Loſt in the boundleſs licence of the times. 


Come, let 'us bear him to the market-place, 
This is a jewel yet, tho? dropt by fortune, 

With which we'll purchaſe popularity, 

And ſet up for ourſelves in this new world. 

Our tears and grief will ſoften their hard hearts, 
Fit to receive impreſhon from our words. 

And when crouds liſten once, there js no fear: 
They have the people's hearts, who have their ear. 


[Exeunt with the body of Cans an. 
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To be ſung after the Fourth Act. 


Fourth CHORUS. 


I ; ow great a curſe has providence 
H Thayght fit to caſt on humankind ! 
Learning, courage, cloguence, 
The gentleſt nature, nobleſt mind, 
Were intermixt in one alone ; 
Yet in one moment overthrown. 


Could chance, or ſenſleſe atoms join 
To form a foul ſo great as his? 
Or would thoſe pow'rs we hold divine, 
Deſtroy their own chief maſtex-piece ? 
Where To much difficulty lies, 
The doubtful are the only wile. 


And, what muſt more perplex our thoughts; 
Great Jovsz the beſt of Romans ſends, 
To do the very worſt of faults, 
And ill the kindeſt of bis friends. 
All this is far above our reach, 

= Whatever prieſts preſume to preach. 
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ACT v. SCENE 1, 


SCENE the Forum. 


Enter BxuTVus and Cag81vs, followed by cd 
of Citizens, | 


FIRST CITIZEN. 
EHOLD the men who have deliver'd Rome i 


SECOND CITIZEN. 
BRuTvUs has freed us all, and he ſhall rule us. 


THIRD CITIZEN, 
We will be free, and ſerve the noble BxuTvs. 


BRUTUS.. | 
Why, friends, ye ſpeak impoſſibilities; 4 * 
Would ye be free; yet ſerve? how odd that ſounds? 
I grieve to ſee you bear your change no better. 
But give me leave to ſatisfy you all, 
Why we have done this deed, and for whoſe fakes. 
III go np here; they who will hear me, ſtay ; 
The reſt may follow Cassius, and hear him. 


FIRST CITIZEN. 
I would hear BRur us ſpeak. 


© - > SECOND CITIZEN. 
III follow Cass1vs : 
And we'll compare together what they ſay. 


THIRD 
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THIRD CITIZEN. 1 

The noble Bxvrus is aſcended : Silence ! 
BRUTUS, 

Friends, deareſt countrymen, and worthy Romans ; 
You-lovers of your laws and liberties 
Hear me throughout with patience, not with paſſion : : 
For, tho? your kindneſs is my chicf contentment, 
I would not owe your judgment of this deed 
To any thing but reaſon well inform'd. 
Who is it here thinks CAEs AA innocent? 
I was his friend, and yet I thought him guilty ; 
And faults are great, which friends cannot forgive. 
Why ſhould I kill him then but for your ſakes ? 
A wretch who yields a limb to be cut off, 
Does only that to ſave a life that's dearer: 
And when a grieving parent whips his child, 
Call it correction, but not cruelty, 
If then the very beſt of Cazsar's friends 
Should aſk me why 1 kill'd him? Thus I anſwers 
It was not that I loy'd him leſs than he; | 
But 'twas becauſe I loy'd my country more. 
Wou'd you have CA Es AR live, and die all ſlaves; 
Rather than have him dead, to live all freemen ? 
As Caxsar loy'd me, ob! I weep for him; 
As he was fortunate, I can rejoice; 
As he was valiant, I honour him : 
But, as he was ambitious, I flew him. 
Who's here ſo baſe, as would become a bondman ? 
If any, ſpeak; for him I have offended. | | 
Who's here fo rude; that would not be a Reman ? 
If any, ſpeak ; for him I have offended. 
Who's here ſo vile, to value any thing, 
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I own, nay boaſt, I have offended lum. 
What ſay you, countrymen? 
; CITIZEN. 
| None, BxvTvy, none. 


—— 4 1 # & © 

Then none have I offended by his death. 

The reaſon for it ſhall be fair enroll'd ; 

His glory not diminiſh'd in the leaſt. 

Here comes his body, mourn'd by good Ax TONIUS; 


Enter Ax ron with the body of CAESAR. 


Who, 'tho? a friend of Catsar, is ours too; 
And ſo has leave to bury him with honour. 
In a free government all ſhould be friends: 
And he, who would have favidahis Caizsar's life, 
Shall yet receive advantage by his death, 
Freedom of vote in governing the world: 
As which of you ſhall want it? I conclude ; | 
That, us I'flew my friend to ſave my country, 
I here have the ſame dagger for myſelf, 
Whenever Rome um or need my death. 
. | [Deſends. 
FIRST CITIZEN. | 
Live, BxvTvs, ve: bring him in triumph home. 
SECOND CITIZEN. 
Give him a ſtatue by his anceſtors, 
"THIRD CIT IZEN. 
Let him be Caxsa x. 
FOURTH CITIZEN. 
CazsaR was nothing to him; 
Let him be crown'd, I will have BxvTvs crown'd. 
* BRU- 
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| BRUTUS. 
Hold, worthy countrymen. 
FIRSTCITIZEN. 
Peace; Silence. 


SECONDCITIZEN, 
Peace ; 
For Bur us ſpeaks again. 
BR UT Us. 

You'll make me draw this dagger once again; 
But 'tis againſt myſelf; for I would die 
Your fellow-friend, rather than live your lord. 

You almoſt make me wiſh CA ESA alive: 

If one mult rule, there's none could do it better. 
Pray hear MARC ANTONY; for my fake hear him; 
He ſpeaks by our permiſſion, and is noble. 
But, while he praiſes Cats ar, then remember 

I honour'd him as much, but lov'd you more. 

Nay, ſtay, good Romans ; not a man go with me. 
| [Exi. 


FIRSTCITIZEN. 
This CaxsaR was a tyrant ; BxuTvs ſays ſo; 
And no man living knows a tyrant better. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

For, neighbours, why ſhould BxuTvs kill him elſe? 
He lov'd him. Therefore ſure he was a tyrant. | 
THIRD CITIZEN. 

Notably ſaid! anſwer me that who can. 

But come, let's hear Maxc ANTOXNY a little. 
ANTONY. 

For BxuTys” ſake I am beholden to you. 


FIRST P | | R 
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FIRET CITIZEN. 
What's that of BxuTvus? beſtſpeak well of BxvTvs. 
SECOND CITIZEN. 
How's this ? what docs he ſay, for BxuTvus” ſake? 


THIRD CITIZEN. 
He ſays, for BxuTus” ſake he is beholden to us. 


SECOND CITIZEN. 
Oh, very well; go up, Maxc Ax rToxx. 


ANTONY. 
Shall I go up, and will you give me leave? 
CITIZENS. 
Ay, ay. [Ax roxy aſcends. 
ANT ON Y: 


Friends, countrymen, and Romans, hear me gently ; 
I come to bury Ca GAR, not ito praiſe him. 


Lo here the fatal end of all his glory: 


The evil that men do, lives after them; 

The good is often bury'd in their graves : 

So let it be with CAA, Noble BRurvs 
Has told you CazsaR was ambitious,; 

If he was ſo then he was much to blame; 

And he has dearly paid for his offence. | 

I come to do my duty to dead CAESAR. 

Here, under leave of BxuTvs and the reſt, 

He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me; 


But yet it ſeems he was ambitions, 


BxvuTvs has ſaid it, I mut Fay it too; 

For BxUTvUs is a man of ſtricteſt hondur. 
Thouſands of captives Cizsar brought to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſom-/often fill'd the putilic coffers. 
Was this ambition? BxuTvus fays it was: 

And 
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And BxuTvs is an honourable man, 
When wretched orphans cry d, Cats aw would weep; 
So weep for them, that they have wept no more: 
Ambition ſeldom is ſo tender-hearted. 10 
You all have ſeen how at the public ſports,, 
Out of a fooliſh and too forward love, | 
He was preſented with the kingly crown, 
Which he then thrice refus d; was this ambition? 
Yet Bxurus ſays he was ambitious, 
And BxuTvs is a man we all muſt hononr. 
T ſpeak not to diſprove what BxuTus ſpoke, 
But muſt as little wrong this dead, good man. 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 
And u ill you hate him dead, whom you lov'd living 
O juſtice, juſtice ! whither art thou fled ? , 
For men have loſt their reaſon. Bear with me; 

My heart's beneath that mantle there with Carsax ; 
And I muſt pauſe a while, till it comes back. ¶ Neeps. 
FIRST CITIZEN. 

Methinks there's much of reaſon in his ſayings, 
If you conſider rightly of the matter. 
Caxsax has had ſome wrong. 
SECOND CITIZEN. 
Has he, my maſter? 
They will have much ado to make amends to him, 
I fear there will a worſe come in his place. 
THIRD CITIZEN. 
Mark'd, you his words? he would not take the crown : 
Therefore tis certain he was not ambitious. 


FIRST CITIZEN. 
If it be found ſo, ſome ſhall pay dear for it. 


' SECOND 


. 
1 
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SECOND CITIZEN. 
See, if good Ax rox x can ſpeak for weeping! 
THIRD CITIZEN. 
There's not a nobler man in Rome than AxToxyY. 


SECOND CITIZEN. 
But mark him; he begins again to ſpeak, 
ANTONY. 
But yeſterday the word of CESAR might 
Have paſs'd through all the world ; now he lies there, 
And none ſo low to do him reverence. 
1 Oh Romans] if I were diſpos d to move 
| Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, | 
| I ſhould do Brus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 4 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. | 
Yet here's a parchment with the ſeal of CAESAR, 
I found it in his cloſet; tis his will: 
Let but the commons hear this teſtament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would run and kiſs dead CaEsAR's wounds, 
And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 
Nay, beg a bair of his for memory, 
And, dying mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy | 
To their dear iſſue. 
| FOURTH CITIZEN. 
I! Woll hear this will: read it, Maxc ANnToxNrY. 
| | SER: 
| The will, the will, we muſt hear Cazs ar's will, 
| ANTONY. 
| Have patience, gentle friends; I muſt not read it; 


| It is not fit you know how Caxzs ar lov'd you, 
| You 


You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men; 
And being men, hearing the will of Cazsar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad: 
'Tis well you know not that you are his heirs; 
For if you did, oh! what might come of it ? 


THIRD CITIZEN. 
Read the will, Ax rox; for we will hear it. 


ANTONY. 

Will you be patient? will you ſtay a while? 
I have o'erſhot myſelf to tell you of it; 
l fear I wrong the honourable men, 
=X Whoſe daggers ſtabb'd the undefended CaxsAR. 
& FIRST CITIZEN. 
Traytors and rogues! they honourable men? 

SECOND CITIZEN. 
Villains and murderers ! come, read the will, 


ANTONY, 
You will compel me then to read the will. 
Then make a ring about the corps of Ca ESAR. 
And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 
== Shall I deſcend? and will you give me leave? 


ALL. 


Come down. | 
FIRST CITIZEN. 
Deſcend, you ſhall have leave. 
SECOND CITIZEN, | 
A ring. 
THIRD CITIZEN, | 
Stand off a while ; ſtand from the body there. 


G FOURTH 
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| FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Make room for Ax rox v, moſt noble ANTONY. 
24 ANTON. 

Nay, preſs not ſo upon me, gentle friends. 
If you have tears, prepare to ſhed em now. 
You all have cn this mantle ; I remember 
The firſt time ever Ca xs AR put it on; 
*Twas on a ſummer's ev'ning in his tent, 
Aﬀeer a glorious fight againſt your foes. ? 
Look ! in this place ran Cass tus“ dagger through | 1 
See what a rent the envious Cas c made! 
Here, here, the well - beloved BR Urs ſtabb'd; 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cas AA follow'd it! 
As ruſhing out abroad, to be reſolv'd 
If it were Baur us ſo unkindly ſtruck ? 
For Bxurus, as you know, was CaxSsAR's fav'rite; 
Judge, O you gods! how dearly CAxs AR lov'd him. 
This, this was the unkindeſt ſtroke of all! * 
For when undaunted Ca Es Ax ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traytors arms. 
Quite vanquiſh'd him. Then burſt his mighty heart; 
Then in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Under a croud of villains, CESAR fell. 
Oh ! what a fall was there, my countrymen! 


Then I, and yon, and Rome itſelf too fell, f 
While bloody treaſon flouriſh'd oer our heads. 
Oh ! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 


The dint of pity ; theſe are worthy drops, 
Kind ſouls! what! weep you when you but behold 
Our CaxsAx's veſture torn? Oh! then look here: 
Here is himſelf, mangled you ſee by traytors! 
© [Takes off the mantle. 
FIRST 
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FIRST CITIZEN, 

O mournful ſight ! 
SECOND CITIZEN, 

O cruel traytors, villains ! | 

THIRD CITIZEN, 
O noble Caxsax! but we'll be reveng'd, 
Set fire, Kill, flay, let not a traytor live, 

ANTONY. 


Stay, countrymen. 
FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Peace there; he ſpeaks again. x 

ALL. 
We'll hear him, follow him, and die wich bim, 
ANTONY. 

Wann 

To ſuch a ſudden ſlame of mutipy. _ 

They who have done this deed, are men of note!“ jo 

What private griefs they had, alas! I know not, 

Which made them do it; they are wond'rous wiſe, 

And will, no doubt, give you ſome ſhew of reaſon. 

I come not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts: 

I am no orator, as Cas$10s is; ; 

But as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 

Who love my ſriend ; and that they know fall well, 

Who gave me leave to ſpeak in public of him: 

For I have neither art, nor words, nor worth, 

Aion, nor utt'rance, nor the pow'r of ſpeech, 

To ſtir mens blood ; I only ſpeak plain truth, 

And tell you that which you already know: -- 

Shew you dear CAxsAR's wounds, poor, poor dumb 

mouths, 
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And bid them ſpeak for me: but, were I BxuTvs, 

And BxuTvs here; ſo great an orator 

Would rouze up ev'ry foul, and put a tongue 

In ev'ry wound of Cats ak, which ſhould move 

The very ſtones to riſe and mutiny. 

| ALL. 

We'll mutiny ; we'll burn the houſe of BxuTvs. 
FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Away then, come, ſeek the conſpirators.” 
ANTON. 

Yet hear me, countrymen, yet hear me ſpeak. 

ALL. 
- Peace, ho! hear Ax rox v, moſt noble Ax rox x. 


ANTON. 
Why, friends, you go to do you know not what. 
Wherein has Cazsar thus deſerv'd your love? 
Alas! you know not; I muſt tell you then. 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 
AT. 
"Tis true, the will ; let's ſtay and hear the will. 
ANTONY. 
Here is the will, and under CAESAR's ſeal; 
To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry ſev'ral man, ſev'nty-five drachma's, 


THIRD CITIZEN. 
Well ſaid; thoſe drachma's will coſt ſome men dear. 


AI. I. 
Moſt gen rous Carsar! we'll revenge his death. 


Ax. 
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; ANTON * 2 A 
; Hear me with patience 5 8 
L CESS $5 HE PRES ; 
\ Peace ho! noble Ca Es A!!! 0 . 
ANTON x. 3 


Moreover, he has left you all his walks, 

His private gardens, and new planted orchards 

On this fide Tiber, here he gives to you, 
And to your heirs for ever; public plezſures, 

To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelves. 

Here was a Caxtax! when comes ſuch another ? 


ALT. ” 
O never, never; come, firs, come away. 


ANTONY. | 
Hold, hold, my maſters, ſtay one moment longer, | 
Now keep your hearts from breaking if you can : | 
Prepare ye now-to burſt with grief and anger. 
Behold this ſcroll, the very hand of Cagsaxr ! 

In it he notes this firm and ſettled purpoſe ; 

Firſt to ſubdue the Parthians, our worſt foes, 

And then reſtore Rome to her ancicnt freedom. 
III keep the pow'r, faith he, of Rome's diftator, 
Till I have vanquiſh'd all her enemies: 
„Then, oh ye gods! may ſhe be free for ever, 

* Tho” at th*expenee of all our deareſt blood! 
That precious blood is here indeed let out, 
But where's the liberty we purchaſe by it ? 

Slaves as we are to murderers and villains. 
FIRST CITIZEN. 

We'll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the brands fire all the yillains houſes.. 
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SECOND CITIZEN, 
Take up the body. | | 
THIRD CITIZEN. 
Go, ſet fire ; pull down 
The very ſenate-houſe whereCazsar dy'd. 


ANMTTOQMT :.. 
So, let it work: miſchief, thou art afoot, | 
Take now what courſe thou wilt ! deſtruction, ruin, 
The baneful iſſue; of ſo black a deed! 


Ambition, ahey neounded, trings. 6 curſes. 
But an aſſaſſivate deſerves a worſe, 


MARCUS BRUTUS. 


| Written by his Caen 


JOHN, Duke of BUCK INGHAM» 


PROLOGUE: 


By the AUTHOR. 


Orr feene is Athens. And great Athens nam d. 
What ſoul ſo dull as not to be inflani'd ? 

Methinks, at mentioning that ſacred place, 

A rev'rend awe appears in ev'ry face, 

For men ſo fam'd, of ſuch prodigious parts, 

As taught the world all ſciences and arts. 


Amidſt all theſe, ye ſpall bebold a man 
The moſt applauded ſince mankind began ; 
Out-ſvining ev'n thoſe Greeks who moſt excel ; 
Whoſe life was one fix'd courſe of doing well. 
0h ! who can therefore without tears attend 
On ſuch a life, and ſuch a fatal end? 


2 THE PROLOGUE 


But here our author, beſides other faults 
Of ill expreſſions, aud of vulgar thoughts, 
Commits one crime that needs an aft of grace, 
And freaks the law of unity of place * | 
Yet, to fuch noble patriots, overcome 
By faftions violence, and baniſh'd Rome, 
Athens alone a fit retreat could yield : 
And whero can na urus fall; but in Philippi field? 


Some critics judge, ev'n love itſelf too mean 
A care to mix in ſuch a lofty ſeene, 
And with thoſe ancient bards of Greece believe 
Friendſrip has ſtronger charms to pleaſe or grieve : 
But our more am raus poet, finding love, 
Amidſt all other cares, ftill ſhines above ; 
Lets not the beſt of Romans cud their Rues, el 
Without juſt Ene! for the tindeft wi... 
Tet, if ye think his gentle nature ſuch, | 
As to have foften*d this great tale too mach, 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, ned 2 at ano 
When ye refett, "tis . | 


| This to the few and knowing was addref | 
And now tis fit I ſhould ſalute the ret. 
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Moſt reverend dull judges of the Pit, 
By nature curſi'd with the wrong fide of wit ! | 
You need not care whateer you ſee to-night, | 7 
How ill ſome players aft, or poets write ; 
Should our miſtakes be never ſo notorious, 

You'll have the Joy of being more cenſorious : 
Shew your ſmall talent then, tet that ſuffice ye ; 1 
But grow not vain upon it, T adviſe ye ; 
Each petty critic can objeflions raiſe, 
The greateſt ſkill is knowing when to praiſe. 


— 
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The Play begins the Day before the Battle of Ph- 


Dramatis Perſonaec. 


M. BxuTvs. 

C. casstus. 
Locittus, Friend of B Uurus. 
T1T1NIUS, Friend of Cassius. 

PiN DARus, Freedman of Cassius. 
VARIUS, A young Roman bred at Athens. 
THEoDOTVUSs, A Philoſopher. 

M. AnToxN1vs, The Triumvir. 
DoLABELLAa, Friend of M. Ax rox tus. 


Jux ia, Wife of Cass ius, and Siſter of Bx vr vs. 


1 


-— Magiſtrates of Athens, 
4 ons. 
Officers, 
Soldiers. 


lippi, and ends with it, 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Veſtibule in Athens. 


Niue, Lvcittvs and Varivs. 


LUCILIUS. 


XPRESS upon expreſs arrives from Rome. 
Their veneration for moſt noble BxuTus 


Is now reviv'd, and makes all mourn Lis 
abſence. 


VARIUS. 
But yet ſome threaten to deſtroy us here, 
For giving ſhelter to that worthy Roman: 
What means this contradiQtion ? 


LUCILIUS. 
PH inform you. 
Our empire groan'd beneath the pow'r of Carszx ; 
A man ſo fam'd for clemency and courage, 
( Qualities charming ev'n in enemies) 
That none, tho' virtuous, could reſolve to act 
A bold and noble deed, which all men with'd. 


VARIUS, 
You mean the death of Cazsax. Pray go on. 


LUCILIUS. 
At length, a man of all the world inclin'd 
The leaſt to violence, or any paſſion ; 
A man ſublimely wiſe, exactly juſt — — 
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VARIUS. 
After this character, you need not name him. 


LUCILIUS. 
BrxvuTvs, the head of all thoſe noble ſpirits 
Who ſhine at Rome, and rule the under world, 
Selects the very choiceſt of them all, 
And fells the tyrant in the very ſenate, 


VARIUS. 
"This deed of BxuTus ſeems the will of heav'n. 


LUCILIUS. 
And ſo accounted for his wond'rous virtue. 
The ſoldiers, ſenators, and common people, 
(If among Romans they can be fo call'd) 
Ev'n the beſt friends of Ca ESAR follow'd BxuTUs, 
As the avow'd deliv'rer of his country : 
Till his ſoft nature, and his gen'rous ſpirit, 
Reſign'd the corps to be interr'd with honour. 


VARI US. 
That made this fatal change, as we are told. 


LUCILIUS. 
Noſt true, in thoſe that heard the fam'd oration, 
What is it eloquence cannot perſuade? 
Reaſon itſelf comes over to its ſide. 
Thus AxToNy, ſoon as his ſpeech was ended, 
Rais'd in that heat ſo great a rage againſt us, 
As forc'd evi friends to act the part of foes; 
Yet now the wiſe repent, and rev'rcnce Athens 
For thus ſupporting the moſt worthy BxvTvus. 


| VARIUS. 
The roads from Rome are fill'd by valiant erouds, 
Who fly from ſafety, to partake our danger. 
| L U- 
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LUCILIUS. 


No wonder: ſince virtue has ever fix'd 

Kind correſpondence between Rome and Athens. 

The youth of Rome, and all whom Rome has conquer d, 
Hither repair to learn philoſophy. 

Chief among theſe, you (ſon of famous TULLY ) 
Advis'd no doupt by your illuſtrous father, 

Invited BRUTUS and his brother Cass1vs 

To make great Allens centre of the war. 


VARI US. 
And ſhe has own'd your cauſe in ample manner. 
Armies are levy'd, and vaſt ſums are rais'd, 
In the defence of Roman liberty. 


LUCILIUS. 
Oh! noble efforts of republic ſpirit ! 
Why this is being friends to human-kind ; 
Which, next to heav'n, is wot oblig'd to thoſe 
Who reſcue liberty from vile oppreſſion. 


VARIUS. 
Our ancient heroes thus grew gods themſelves : 
Beſides, tis in a manner ſelf. defence 
To help in neighb'ring dangers; for it hinders 
Future iacroachments on ourſelves at home. 
LUCILIVUsSs. 
Of that, Athenians are almoſt too jealous: 
Ev'n with ingratitude they cruſh ambition, 
And baniſh merit, when the leaſt aſpiring. 
VARIUS. 
Moſt wiſely do they act, nay juſtly too: 
For we reward a leader's ſervice beſt, 
Jn barring him the means of doing miſchief. .. -, | 
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Happier, much happier had it been for CESAR, | 
Had he been baniſh'd, while yet innocent, 
| Than cer return'd triumphant o'er his country. 


SCENE I. 
Enter DOLABELLA, pulling off bis dig viſe. 


LUCILIUS. 
What! DoLABELL 4 here? 


DOL ABELLA. 
. A friend to Vaxivs, 
Sent by ANTON1Us in moſt ſecret manner, 
To aſk an interview of noble BxuTvus, 
Before the ſoldier joins in bloody battle. | 
Who knows but each great chief may grow more kind, 
In fight of wond'ring armies may embrace, | 
And Rome ſhall ſmile at their returning friends ? 

| {Exit Lucirtus. 
VARTUS. 
And can you think that BxuTvs flew great JULzUs, 
To ſuſſer tyranny in other hands? 


DOLABELLA. 
Alas! that tyranny is but a word, 

Us'd only by us when we hate our ruler. 
Have we not found (you'll pardon me, good Varxtiue). 
That ev'n this change you call deliverance _— 
Has but remoy'd one hardſhip for a greater, 
A ſingle grievance for a civil war? 


VARIUS. 
What do I hear! is any grievance equal 


To 
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To that molt abject ſtate of being ſubjects 

To will, to paſſion, or to lawleſs humour? 
DOLABELLA. 

Tet theſe expreſſions ſhew tis not mere ruling, 

But ruling ill, you fear. When prudence ſways, 

'Tis happineſs, not flav'ry, to be govern'd, 

To bleſs our times with plenty, and with plcaſures, 

Prevent diſorders, and promote diverſions, 

Hinder us all from hurting one another, 

Take all the cares, and leave us all the joys, 

Can only be accompliſh'd by great power, 

When plac'd in ſuch a man as god-like BR UT Us. 


| VARIUS. 
Where is content or pleaſure under force ? 
The freedom of man's will not heav'n conſtrains * 
Who wants it, and endures it, is a brute. 
Yet put the caſe ſome phoenix prince ſhould reign, 
A vultur might ſucceed; a fon, or brother, 
Who will undo in a few months of folly, 
{For ſhort will be his xcign, tho? ſeeming long) 
Whate'er the wiſe had been whole years contriving. 
Like BxUTvVvs, did you fay? a man like BxuTvus 
No more would be a ſov'reign, than a ſtave: 
A man ſo virtuous, and fo wiſe, well knows 
'Tis better much to bear than do a hardſhip. 


DOLABELLA. 
What hardſhip's done by acting for mens goad® 


VARI US. 
What good can come from arbitrary ſway? 
The choiceſt fare, forꝰ d down, will cloy the ſtomach. 
Put here he comes himſelf to hear your meſſage : 
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At once the humbleſt and the higheſt mind 
That ever ſhin'd in con our Reman ory ! | 
Exit CARLOS, 


s G EN E lt. 


Enter BxuTVs. 


BRUTUS. 
A meſſage from Ax rox tus claims a hearing, 
Whom, tho' my enemy, I ſtill eſteem. 


DOLABELLA. 
His boldeſt wiſhes aim at nothing higher; 
And therefore thus aſſures moſt noble BxvTvs, 
That what he has done was by nature forc'd, 
From his freſh ſorrow for his ſlaughter'd friend; 
But now his bleeding country moves him more, 
And his ſonl ſhakes at fight of civil war. 
Secure him but by taking ſov'reign pow'r,” 
To you alone he joins with all his force. 
BRUTUS. 
And I abandon Cassius, and my friends! 
| 


. DOLABELL A. 

Far be it from me to propoſe ſuch baſenefs. 

May they, and we, be happy under you, 

And- the whole world once govern'd by the virtuous, 

B R UT Us. 

Ah! DoLABZELLA, little do you know 

The mind of BxuTvUs. When I flew your 3 

Think you it was ambition? Jove is witneſs, 

4 would have crown'd him rather than myſelf: | 
: Bu 
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But Rome claim'd freedom, tho* by Carsar's death; 
Tho? by deſtruction of my deareſt friend: 

And free ſhe ſhall be ſtill, if 1 prevail. 

ANTON1Us joining in that glorious work, 

May claim whatc'er a commonwealth” can give: 
Nay, I will be his ſoldier in her ſervice. 

Then, neither he nor we ſhall longer ſtrive, 

But only who ſhall ſerve his country beſt, 


DOLABELLA. 
Will you then rather ſee the world in arms, 
Than govern it yourſelf to make it happy? 


BRUTUS, 
May the great gods deſtroy that world and me, 
If e*cr I ſuffer Rome to be enſlav'd ! 
Rome, that has toil'd for fame ſo many ages, 
By valour, and by virtue tam'd mankind, 
Soften'd rude minds, and in the wildeſt foils 
Eſtabliſh'd manners and humanity ; 
And, cultivating youth with ſtricteſt care, 
Firſt taught arbanity, that uſeful art 
Of being moſt politely ſociable; 
(A virtue ſcarce known in the world beſide, 
And chiefly owing to our liberty) 
Gods! ſhall all this ſink into mean ſubmiſſion? 
Which in a moment would debaſe our fouls, 
Like thoſe in wretched governments around us. 

DOLABELLA. 

But yet ſubmiſſion ſeems delign'd by nature: 
Why, elſe, has ſhe beſtow'd ſuch diffrent talents ? 


- Some, like your own, with worth, and {kill to govern; 


And thouſands only fitted to obey. | 
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BRUTUS., ' 
As well you might imagine harmleſs ſhcep 
Only created for the rav'nous, wolf. 


DOLABELLA. 
But is man blameable for maſt'ring both? 
BRUTUS. 
No; for thoſe beaſts are of inferior rank : 
But where does nature, or the will of heav'n, 
Subject a creature to one like itſelf ? | 
Man is the only brute enſlaves his kind. 


DOLABELLA. 
Tis not the ſhape, but ſoul, that ſhews the likeneſs : 
Is a mere changeling like a man of prudence ? 
: BRUTUS, 
A man of prudence never will at onee 
Make both himſelf and all the world unbappy. 
Think you that 'tis for envy kings are hated ? 
Pity would rather plead in their defence, 
Did we not more compaſſionate their ſubjects. 
Alas! they ſcarce have one contented hour; 
Few to confide in, and whole crouds to fear; 
Aſham'd to rule ſo many wiſer ſubjects, 
Yet often ſway'd by weaker than themſelves. | 
DOLABELLA. 
All this were reconcil'd, if BxuTvs govern'd ; 
Freedom and empire might conſiſt together: 
Yourſelf would be the only man uneaſy ; 
Which, for the fake of all, you will not grudge. 
RAI BRU T Us. 
If there were colour for ſo vile a change, 
Or the leaſt pleaſure in the greateſt power ; | 
Vet 
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Yet I abhor what I difdain to hear. 
Return in ſafety back, but tell AnTox1vs, 
My higheſt wiſh is to fix Rome in freedom ; 
My next, to die before ſhe is enſlav'd. 
dan DoLABELLA; manet BRur us. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Varivs and LuCiLIvs, 


VARIUS. 

The Areopagite council long have fat, 
To do great BxvTvs ſome unwonted honour. 
Some voted to renew th' Olympic games, | 
Others with plays would croud the theatres; 
But theſe were held diverſions tao divine, 
And only conſecrated to the gods, 
At laſt, the v iſeſt and moſt famous ſenate, 
In love to you, in ſervice to the public, 
In veneration for ſuperior virtue, 
Reſolves to rear your ſtatue carv'd by Sxamivs, 
That greateſt artiſt, for the beſt of men; 
And place it in the ſaored temple, next 
HaRMoNITUS and ARISTOGITON, 4 
Thoſe worthy patriots of learned Athens. = 

LUECILAIVS. | | ] 
How many ages hence ſhall wealth of prinees 
Vie for theſe dear remains, ſo doubly tamous, 
Both for the work, and him it repreſents! 

BRUTUS. 

Was ever honour from ſo wiſe a people 
Peſign'd fo kindly, yet beſtow d fo all? 
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I am not only deſtitute of merit, 

But of ambition, more than to do good. 
Fame's only due for deeds beyond our duty ; 
Who can do thoſe in ſervice of his country? 
The Romans, and ev'n Cassius, may repine 
At ſuch a partial proof of their affection. 
Adviſc me how to ſhun. it with reſpect. 


VARIUS. 
You ſhould not, cannot now, without affront. 
No mean aſſembly this, ſuch as proceeds 
In ſhew for public good, with private aim; 
Sluggiſh to meet, yet haſty to reſolve. 
Theſe, in lafe methods, and with prudent ſteps, 
Encourage virtue, aud uphold their country. 


8 G E N E v. 
Enter Cassius. 


CASSIUS, 
I greet my friend on this new compliment; 
Which, in your name, ſhews a reſpect to all. 
The death of CARSAR is a common cauſe, 
Which commonwealths in prudence muſt approve. 
BRU T US. 
True, noble Cassius; and I never would 


Accept an honour ſep'rate from my friends. 


Bxvrus has nothing in his life or humour 
Suited to this unprecedented. honour. 
CASSIU:S, 
Methinks you now eſteem yourſelf. too lietle, 
Only to prize this compliment too much. 
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BRUTUS. 
A ſtatue rear'd to me, and rear'd by Athens, 
I own a moſt tranſcendent obligation ; 
But ev'ry ſum and ſoldier they have rais d 
In aid of liberty, aſfects me more. 


.CASSIUS. 


Jever thought a Roman general 
Above reward from an Athenian ſenate. 
What is a trifle then giv'n by gray-beards, 
| Mov'd by a little popularity? 
BRUTUS. 
But, to be mov'd by envy, ſure, is worſe. 


CASSIUS. 
I did not envy CAESAR, tho? I flew him. 


 BRUTUS. 
An honeſt mind can envy no uſurper ; 
You ſaid you kil'd him for the public good. 


CASSIUS. 7 _ 
You know I kill'd bim for the public good. » |; = 
Who doubts it, does me wrong. : 

BRUTUS. | 
Do none yourſelf. | 
What ! ſhall we two, the champions of freedom, A 
Like children, grudge at one another's play-things? = 
Come, we are friends, but think not I am fond 
Of airy trifles, tho I value fame. {[ Embraces him, 
Fame for good deeds is the reward of virtue. 
Thirſt after fame is giv'n us by the gods, 
Both to excite our minds to noble acts, 
And give a proof of ſome immortal ſtate, 


Where 
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Where we ſhall know, that fame we leave behind, 
That higheſt bleſſing which the gods beſtow. 


©AS'8'T'U'8. 
But *tis a greater not to need their bleſſings. 
Ton Stoics hold a wiſe man is above them. 


B RU TuS. 
Yet not inſenſible to reputation. 
For that he lights all torments, ev'n diſgrace; 
Nay, what is harder yet, deſpiſes pleafure ; 
A ſtrength of mind which only man poſſeſſes. 

CASSIUS. 

I ſee no ſach diſtin ion, nor wherein 
Man fo tranſcends, except in arrogance. 
This great ſuperiority of man 
Often comes ſhort ev'n of the meaneſt creatures: 
They in their ways more happily confin'd, 
Seem not to ſcorn, or bear down one another ; 
Never ungrateful, or the leaſt deceiving, 
But keep wiſe nature's laws with ſtriQ obedience. 
Oh happy for the world, if in theſe times 
Mankind in gen'ral were no worſe than brutes ! 


BRUTUS. | 
Il men, indeed, I muſt confeſs, are worſe. 
CASSIUS. 
And ſure the worſt of all, their country's enemies. 
Theſe ſhould be cenſur'd by our rev'rend prieſts, 
Who always raiſe onr thoughts to things above, 
But yet connive at villainy below. 


| BRUTUS. 
From hence the miſeries of Rome proceed. 
When fraud, oppreſſion, fouleſt calumny, 


Con- 
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Contempt of laws, and bold impieties, 

Appear bare-fac'd; no auguries more ſure 

Foretel the ruin of a ſinking ſtate. 
CASSIUS, 

No auęuries! what do they Cer foretel, 

But as the politician bribes the prieſt? 

Mere combination againſt common ſenſe. 


BRUTUS. 
You'll have your way, but do you not remember 
That ſoothſayer who ſaid, the ides of March 
Were come, not gone? 


CASSIUS, 
I And that was all he knew; 
Had he known more, why did he not inform ? 


BRUTUS. 
The gods decreed that Rome ſhould be deliver'd. 


VARIUS. 
That devout thought revives our finking hopes ; 
Heav'n will not fail a cauſe it once has bleſt. 


CASSIUS. 
But truſt not all to that; let us be careful. 
When you ſhall march to-morrow after me, 
Should we not leave ſome forces here behind ? 


BRUTUS. 
For what ? 


CASSIUS. | 
To keep theſe people firmly to, us. 
They who at Rome command an empire's wealth, 
Have dangerous temptations of ſcducing. 
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VARIUS. 
Oh never fear it. Shake Athenian faith? 
'Tis ſtopping tides, or ſtriving with the winds. 
BRUTUS. 
They are too learn'd, and prudent, not to know 
That 'tis the greateſt folly to be falſe; 
Not worth a villainy to gain the world, | ; 
A low mean act fo rankles in the mind, 
There is no joy, nor quiet afterwards; 
Kind heav'n has form'd us ſo, that we might figd 
Content and honeſty ſtill join'd together. 
CASSIUS. 
But, then we are the more oblig'd to guard 'em 
_ what they might ſuffer for our ſakes. 


BRUTU Ss. 
Kindly and juſtly urg'd, I muſt confeſs. 
But think you, that our enemies can ſpare 
The ſmalleſt legion from oppoſing us? 
Detacbing ſome, may be their loſs of all. 
Yet, for this place I am concern'd ſo much, 
You ſhake my reaſon when you urge their danger, 
Let them propoſe what guards themſelves deſire, 


CASSIUS. 
Nay, there I differ; ſince in war-affairs, 
With all their wit, they cannot judge ſo well: 
Nor is it fit they judge in their own cauſe. 
I'll ſtrait aſſemble them, and then debate 
With calm deliberation this affair; 
Which well deſerves our ſpeedieſt management, 
Since we are foro d to march away ſo ſoon. 


Tou'll come, I hope, and fix our reſolution. 
© [Exit Cassius. 
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 BRUTUS. 
This man has ſome uneaſineſs of temper, 
But over-balanc'd by his public ſpirit, 
Which ever ſways him to his country's good. 
Whate'er our maſter ZEN © may have taught us, 
Nothing is wholly perfect here below: 
We ſhould applaud the merit that we find, 
And caſt a friendly veil on good mens faults. 
My ſiſter Junta loves him to exceſs 
(If there can be exceſs in love, or friendſhip). 
Go, and acquaint her gently with the journey 
Which he mult take this night towards Philippi, 
There to decide th' important fate of Rome. 

[Exit LuC1L1vs. 
I muſt prepare the forces under me, | 
To overtake him on his march to-morrow : 
From thence we'll haſte conjointly to the battle; 
This ſcanty road bears us not both together; 
And we muſt once divide, to part no more. 
[Exeunt BxRUTUs, and VaRIvVs. 
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Fuſt CHORUS, 
Of Athenian Phil/*phers. 


Written at the Cammand of his Grace, 
By Mr, POPE. 


J. 


E ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought, 
Groves, where immortal ſages taught, 

Where heav'nly viſions PLaTo fir'd, 

And god-like ZENO lay inſpir'd! 

In vain your guiltleſs Jaurels ſtood 

Unſpotted long with human blocd; 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And ſteel now glitters in the mules ſhades. 


IT. 


Oh heav'n- born Sifters / ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart ; 
- Who lead fair virtue's train along, | 
Moral Truth, and myſtic Song 
To what new'clime, what diſtant ſky, 
Forſaken, fri-ndleſs, (tall ye fly? 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore, 


Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 


III. 


When Athens finks by fates unjuſt; 
When wild Bartarians ſpurn her duſt; 
; Perhaps 
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Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtrangers gore! 
See arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
An Athens riſing near the Pole; 
Till ſome new tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madneſs tears. them from the land. 


IV. 

Ye gods! what juſtice rules the ball? . 

Freedom and arts together fall; 

Fools grant whate'er ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 

Oh curs'd effects of civil hate; 

In ev'ry age, in ev'ry ſtate! 
Still when the luſt of tyrant pow'r ſucceeds, 
Some Athens periſhes, ſome TULLY bleeds. 
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ACT U. GEN E i. 
The ſame Veſtibule. 


Enter VaR TUS, with Trrinzos newly arrived a: 
Athens. 


TITINIUS. 


WII mean theſe ſumptuous preparations ? 
4 Is this a time for either pomp or pleaſurc? 
When two, the beſt and boldeſt ſons of Fome, 

The juſteſt cauſe too that was cer defended, 

Are on the very brink of their deſtruction. 


VARIUS. 
O wrong not ſacred Athens, Sir, the nurſe, 
The mother of all arts and ſciences: 
Has ſhe ſpread wit and learning thro' the world, 
Kay ſoften'd Rome herſelf (but rough before) 
To arts, to eloquence, and gentler manners, 
And is ſhe now upbraided? 


Irin ts. 
Fallacious eloquence, and uſeleſs arts! 
I own her learning ;\but that poliſhing 
Has but too much weaken'd our harder ſteel. 
Our ancient, rough, and manly worth now bends 
At the hard touch of perils and of toils. 
Our gold is melted to a finer ſhape, 
| But 
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But mix'd with droſs of flatt'ry and corruption. 
How elſe could BxufFvs be a hani d Man? 
Or how could liberty fly here for refuge ? 


VARIUS. 

And whither ſhould it fly, if not to Athen? 

The ſchool of all philoſophy end virtue. 

Our public recreations here are ſacred : 

This day th' Athenians, ever true to virtue, 

In this low ebb, in ſpite of pow'rful Rome, 

Have kept their euſtom, tho? againſt their ſafety, 

And conſecrated ſports for your ſucceſs, 4. 
TITINIUS. 

Ist poſſible? Pardon a ſtranget's error, 

Newly arriv'd with faccours ſrom afar, 

Sent from the gods I think: for tis their cauſe ; 

And unknown regions have efpous'd' our quarrel. 


VARIVS. 
The ſports are juſt beginning; I have time 
Only to let you knew thefe are not trifles, 
Or ſuch as are in nations looſe of manners; 
But ſolemn celebrations to the gods, 
With pious hymns imploring their protections. 
Wiſe Athens ever has indulg'd diverſions 
With more magnificence than greateſt princes: 
But they are all diſpos'd in praiſe of virtue, 
Inſpiring courage, generoſity, 
And moſt of all, aſſection to. their country. 
How think, yon now, T1iTINLUS? 
FTI TEFWIUS 
| F recant, ©, 

And grow myſelf impatient for your pleaſures. 

SCENE 
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The ſcene opens, and diſcovers the magnificent 
temple of Ba cenuus, where the public enter- 
tainments were wont to be celebrated at Athens. 
The ſtatne of BxuTvs being this day eretted, 
is ſuppoſed to be the occaſi on of theſe ſolemni- 
ties, and muſt appear in the CT part 


of the ſtage. g 


After the ſhews and ſongs are over, Bu urus, Luci- 
Livs, Tixix ius, aud VARIUS remain on the ſtage., 
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- By theſe refin'd diverſions, we perceive 
This town retains its old magnificence, 

No wonder ATTicus, ſo nice a judge. 
When he retir d, preferr'd. this place to all. 


VARIUS. 
Philoſphy is highly't honour'd here; | 
And from that fountain of ſuperior wiſdom | 
Flows all this ſtream of arts and ſciences. 


BRUTUS. 
Here poetry, harmoniouſly divine, 
Is moſt tranfporting, thus accompany'd 
With artful paintings, and melodious ſounds. 
The muſes join in all Athenian pleaſures. 


VARTITIUS. 


But that which has occaſion'd theſe delights, 
9730 Gives 
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Gives the true taſte to all; your matchleſs merit. 
BRUTUS. 

Hold, VAR1Vs ; too much has been ſaid already 

In compliment: and I receive it only 

As honour done me for Rome's fake, not mine. 

So prizes, taken but by vulgar hands, 

Are brought in triumph to the capitol. 

LUCILIUS. 

Yet then, we know, that leader juffly triumphs, 

Under whoſe conduct thoſe rich ſpoils are gain'd. 
BRUTUS. | 

But were our conduct equal to our cauſe, 

In which the noble Cass1vs and myſelf 

Have here engag'd all Aſia on our fide; 

Yet the whole world deliver d, maſt acknowlege 

All owing to this gen ves commonwealth, 
VARIUS: 

Rome could not fail to find ſupport” in un, 

Her efder ſiſter, both in arts and rms, | 

And great protectreſs of fair liberty; 

That hbepty to which the owes her ſylendor. 
BRUTUS. 

Moſt truly noted: from hence ever came 

Good ſenſe, ot learning, arts of peace, or wers 

Deepneſs of thought; or noÞdleneſs of nature? 

Except where liberty inlarg'd the mind ? 
VARIUS. 

The very air of freedom breeds great ſouls, 


Which education ripens into virtue. 
B RU T Us. 


And here inſpires the uſefulleſt of virtues, 


Tender 
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Tender affection to our native country. 


VARIUS. 
My friends and near relations, when I took 
My tender leave; after a thouſand counſels, 
Aſſur'd me that their greateſt ſatisfadtion 
Was, that they ſent me to this famous place, 
Where wiſdom, and where virtue beſt are taught; 
And own'd, when Romans write the moſt politely, 
Their bigheſt praiſe is to-bave copy'd well. 


BRUTUS. 
TuLLY himſelf confeſſes Greece ſuperior : 


Yet he, of all our famous wits of Rome, 
Shines ws the brighteſt, 


VARIUS. 
. Such applauſe from BR&UTUS, 
Is a reward equal to all his merit. 


e, PI DEHHV.6. 
To be eſteem d by you, the greateſt kings 
Here ſend their legions, and have lent their treaſure. 
And timely comes this aid. Advice from Rome 
Aſſures us, all their force is on the march. 

 VARIUS. 

I thought diſſenſion was among their chiefs, 
Each of them ſtriving to ſet up himſclf. 


Euter CASSIUS. 


4881s. 
Jaſt now is come moſt unexpected news; 
Our foes have forc'd their ger rals to be friends, 
And call'd it civil war to fight in quarrels 


15 Between 


+ UL 
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Between OcTAavivs and ANTONY ; 

Yet think their war is lawful againſt us. 
TITINIUS. 

Alas! what reas ning can there be in fools, 

Who, bred in faction, blindly join with knaves ? 

wh LUCILIUS, 

They are for licence, not for liberty ; 

And love thoſe gen'rals beſt, who lead to miſchief. ' 

BRUTUS. 
You have deſcrib'd a ſtate juſt ripe for ruin, 


CASSIUS. 
Small marches need they make, to meet a foe 
So cager as we are, to free our country, 
Oh the delay is tireſome ! 
BRUTUS. 
. Yet have patience ; 
With vigour act, but think of all with caution, 


CASSIUS. 
Our rendezvous is ſettled at Philippi. 


BRUTUS, | 
Thither you march to-night, -and I to-morrow, 
But Jux iA comes, I fear, to mourn your abſence, 
[Excunt, Manet Cassius. 


SCENE III. 


Enter JUN IA. 
JU NIA. 
Now, all the gods chat guard the innocent, 
| Protect 
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Protect my Cass tus they are marching hither : \ 
Ruin is rolling on us from afar. * 
CAS S1IUS. 


Not hither, Jux A; ve ſhall ſpare their pains; 
Our forces intercept their bold preſumption, 
And I juſt now am making haſte to meet them. 
| A.M 1.4. 

Come then, away; with you all paias is caſy; 

I am this moment ready for the journey. 

CASSIVS. 

Ready, alas! you muſt not for this world 
Share in the ſhifts and hazards I muſt run; 
Virtue, like yours, here none will dare to harm; 

And while you ſtay in Athens, I am eaſy ; 

My dear, and better half, is out of danger. 


JUNIA. 
And am TI yet more wretched than I thought? 
I had no comfort left for your misfortunes, 
1 | But that I was to ſhare them ev'ry where: 
1 And will you take that from me? o tis hard! 


You would not, if you! ſaw my ſighing heart. 
1. ca$43vys | 

| And you ſhould go, did I not dovbt my own: 
But tis ſo tender always towards you, 

| It ſhakes, alas! my firmelt reſolutions. 

| I. like ſome ſkilful ſwimmer in a ſhipwreck, 
Graſping his only treaſure in his arms, 

May, for thy ſake, make too much haſte to ſhore, 
| Leaving the bark with all my friends behind. 

uy Your ſighs would blow away my. beſt reſolves, 

il Soften my ſoul, and ſlacken all its ſtrength. 


When 
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When all's at ſtake, T eagerly may fix | 
y mind on you, and never think beyond. 


| JUNIA. 
Beyond! why, is there any thing beyond 
The dear, the charming object of our love? 
Mere thought of that is height of happineſs. 
What image have we of Elyſian bowers, 
Bat ſuch a gentle, calm, contented ſtate? 
What has this trifle of a world to do 
With a bleſt pair, who live embracing thus? 


CASSIVUS. | 
What ſays my charmer ? can I'teave this woman? 2 f 
] could look thus, and languiſh here for ever. 7 


Vet there's one tye, more dear than life, or love, 
is honour, and the ſacred good of Rome. 

For theſe I kill'd the greateſt man on earth, 
Engag'd the beſt and nobleſt of mankind 

(And ſaying that, I need not name your brother) 
Jo ſtab his friend, and his own heart at once. | 
Since I have done all this, I muſt do more; 

Leave Jux i here, and all my joys behind, 


JUNTIA, 
Did I e'er think that Cassius would forfake me 


CASSIUS. 
Forſake! I leave you as the richeſt pledge 
Which can be giv'n to this illuſtrious city. 
That Rome it ſelf cam be no dearer to me, 
Than friendly Athens ſor protecting you. 


JUNTA. 
Jewels we prize we Teldom leave. behind : 
Ch take me with you! my officious love 


K Perhaps 
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Perhaps may ſhield you from ſome ſudden danger, 

Soften your. angry and uneaſy hours, 

And make adverſity it ſelf ſeem pleaſing. 

My love could do all this, if yours were equal. Nc, 
CASSIUS. 

All this! nay more; what cannot Jux 14 do? 

Then, ſince I dare not hazard you in armics, 

I will ſtay here, and die within your arms. 

JUNIA. 
You die! oh heav'n! the very ſound of that 
Checks my deſigns, and chills all my deſires. 


-CASSIUS. 
Haſt thou not heard, how hard ungrateful Rome 
Purſues the men who or ce deliver'd her, 
And riots in the blood of her redeemers ? 
Two of our band they have deſtroy'd already, 
And vow to ſpare no murderer of CAESAR; 
That is to ſay, no man that lov'd his country, 
Ruin'd himſelf, only to reſcue her. 

JUNIA. 

Oh! I have talk'd too long; go on, make haſte; 
I am not wont, alas! to uſe this language, 
Put now I can ſay nothing elſe : away; 
No matter what becomes of me; away. 


CASSIUS. 

Your ſpotleſs fame muſt always be your guard, 
Rudencſs itſelf will reverence ſuch virtue. 
I muſt immediately baſte to our friends, 
Who all aſſembled in the fields of Sardis, 
Wait there for me and BxuTus. He, to-morrow, 
„Shall follow, at the head of mighty numbers. 

RE | Rais'd 
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Rais d only by the credit of our cauſe ? 

A cauſe, well worthy of the world to ſuccour 
Oh! while I languiſh out this long, long abſence, 
Take care of all; my treaſure, thy dear ſelf. 


JUNIA. 
Farewel! thou trueſt, kindeſt, beſt of men! 
But one look more——and then a long farewel 
To all content—all, till we meet again. 

[Exit Cassius. Manet JUNtA. 


SCENE IV. 


Eater V ARIUS. 


VARIUS. 


Jun1a in tears! ſo ſhines an April fun; 

And fo the precious dew that drops on flowers, 4 

Steals down unheeded by the vulgar eye: | 

But I admire this maſter-piece of nature. | 
JUNIA 1 

Alas! my lord, Cass1vs is gone to Sardis. 


VARIUS. 
Ist poſſible? So J was told before, 
Yet never could believe it till this moment. 


JUNIA. 
Why, was it not determin'd ſo in council? 


VARIUS. | 
I muſt confeſs it was debated there, 9 
And with'd by ſome, that all our force at Sardis = 
K 2 Had L 
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Had ſome great chief, for keeping martial ſway : 
But who could hope that Cass tus would be willing 
To part from you, one day, without occaſion ? 


JUNIA. 
Ts it i ſtrange that Cass1vs ſhould be forward 
In all the proofs of courage, or of conduct ? 


VARIUS. | 
His fame forbids I ſhould have ſuch a thought. 
But 5 ct — 
JUNIA. 
But what? I cannot gueſs your meaning. 


i VARIUS. 
Not all the noble diſcipline of war, 
Strict rules of conduct, heat of martial proweſe, 
The faith of friendſhip, or the oaths of leagues, 
Not fame itſelf, no nor the * good, 
Deſerve to be preferr'd to JUx1a's love. 


JUN1A. 
But Rome's at ſtake; 


VARI U s. 

And well it would be loſt, 

For ſtaying here one night within thoſe arms. 
JUNIA 

Var1vs, fo high a compliment as this 
Shews you have ſtudy'd long at courtly Athens ; 
Where you have learn'd to know all things, but me: 
Who, tho? I value Catus Cassius, 
As ſlaves do liberty, or ſick men health, 
Nay more than moſt of my own ſex love power ; 
Let (what I think the very worſt of fates) 
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I would loſe fight of that dear man for ever, 

Rather than ſee him fail our country's cauſe, 
VARIUS. 

Oh ample recompence for all his troubles, 


To be ſo lov'd by you! but is he grateful, 
Who can ſo eaſily endure your abſence? 


JUNIA. 
I mourn for his, and judge his grief by mine, 
Retirements ſuits a ſolitary wife, 
And melancholy loves to be alone. [Offers to go out. 


VARIUS. 
But ſhould not be indulg'd againſt your health. 
i Stops ber. 
Rather ſhine forth, and chear your brother's ſoul, 
Which daily ſinks beneath a thouſand cares. 


JUNIA. 
His ſoul's too great to need ſuch feeble help. 
Beſides, tho? priz'd he be above expreſſion, 
Yet ev'n his friendſbip muſt not vye with love; 
One thought of Cass1vs out-weighs all things elſe; 
Cassius, whoſe noble ſoul would uc er ſubmit 
To him who domineer'd o'cr all beſides: 
Cass tus, contriver of the tyrant's foll ; 
And (what is more, far more than all the reſt) 
That hardy man who mov'd it firſt to BxuTvs: 
This man, my husband, or my heroe rather, 
Shall with his preſence ever chear my eyes, 


Or in his abſence take up all my thoughts. 
(Exit Junta. 


| i SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Enter BxuTvs. 


BRUTUS. 
My fiſter weeping! tho her reaſon governs, 
I judge her grief for Cass Tus, by my own; 
For PorRT1 4's abſence fits upon my heart: 
Nor need I blaſk to beat the tender burthen, 
So much ſhe merits, and fo well ſhe loves. 
But public cares muſt ſilence private grief; 
- Since" ev ry hour ſome freſh expreſſes tell 
New fatal turns in Rome,portending ill: 
The wav'ring Levipvs, (perceiving Cazsan 
Had cunningly agreed with Ax TroN x) 
Tho with a greater army, yields to them. 
VARIOUS. 
What ſays the noble BxuTus ;——Jvx1a gone! 


BRUTUS. 
Is Vxx1vs deaf to dangers of his country? | 
VARIUS. 
Forbid it, JovEe! but Jux As melancholy, 
So very moving, took up all my thoughts. 
'BRUTUS. 
Too moving, I'm afraid. 
VAR I v 8. 
Indeed, my lord, 
Had you perceiv'd the charms of weeping beauty, 
That gorgeous dreſs which forrow had put on, 
(Out- 
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(Out-ſhining all the gaiety of youth, 
The pleaſing ſmiles of mirth, and airs of joy) 
Your gentle nature would be moy'd like mine. 

| BRUTUS. 
Why you have drawn a picture, FE VEKLLS, 
Like any poet, nay, like any lover. 
What, does that word draw forth a gullty bldſh? 
Be not alarm'd, no more than I ary, Varrvs; | 
Jux14's ſtrict virtue, and known love to Cassrvs, 
Fully prevent my fears, unleſs for you; 
. Whoſe father's wond'rous merit, and your own, 
Give me a ſoft concern, as for a ſon. 
She is above your very vaineſt hopes : 
Not the moſt tempting charms of wit, or worth, 
Moſt graceful forms, or dazling ſhew of greatneſs, 
Can make impreſſion on a mind like her's ; 
Who, the' my fiſter, forces praiſes from me. 


VARIUS. 
Too much, alas! I join in JUN14's praiſe: 
My eager thoughts (till fly before your words, 
* find chem ſhort, far ſhort of Jun1a's due. 
 BRUTUS. 
Then whence can riſe ſelf- flatt'ring expectation? 
Can VAR us reaſon thus agamſt himſelf, 
And act quite contraty to what he thinks? 
Oh what is mau, when blinded with his paſſion! 
VARTUS. 
Why juſt that creatare heav'n thought fit to make him. 
You are, indeed, exempt from all our follies, 
And reſt ſerene within : yet pity others! 
| Behold, Town my uhdiſguis'd offence, 
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And freely open all my thoughts to you; 
To you, who are a very god to VARIus, 
Who can at once forgive, and cure my weakneſs. 


BRUTUS. 

But only by deſpair: without that help, 

There is no god himſelf can give you eaſe: 

A ſharp, I muſt confeſs, but certain cure. 

Our Stoical Philoſophy inſtructs us, 

A wiſe man is above the reach of Jove, 

Yet hardly ſcapes the worſt of demons, love. 
But ſince good JuN1a's ſoul is firm as fate, 

Be yours ſo too. What helps it to be learn'd! 

Or to be wiſe in bus neſs of the world? 

Nay, where would be the good to rule that world, 
Without an inward pow'r to govern paſſion ? 

The man diſturb'd within, is but a player; 

May act abroad, perhaps, ſome hero's part, 

But ſinks at home, a low, uneaſy ſlave. 

VARIUS. 

To teach, is eaſy ; but to learn, is bard. 

As well might heav'nly SoczaTEs infuſe 

His own wiſe temper, while he taught his morals, 
As BxvuTvs raiſe my ſoul to equal his. 
. | BRUTUS. 

Be not ſo modeſt, VaR Ius, nor ſo courtly ; 
BxvTvs is not your miſtreſs, but your friend. 
The Roman virtue ſhines fo bright in you, 
Nothing is wanting to make up perfection 
"But your command o'er this unfruitful paſſion. 
Love, ev'n when moſt ſucceſsful, makes not happy, 
Sometimes indeed, pleaſure beyond expreſſion 
Poſleſſes all at once both mind and body, 


MARCUS BRUTUS. 177 


Confounding ſoul and ſenſe with height of rapture. 
But what allays o'erbalance all this joy 

Frequent diſquiets, doubts, and jealouſies; 
Sometimes the pains of abſence, and ſometimes, 
Amidſt the bliſs, a diſmal dread to loſe it. 

At beſt the pleaſure is but intermitting, 

While the uneaſy fever never ceaſes. 

But love, when lighted, is intolerable : 

Who courts the faireſt tyrant, is a fool, 

And lives a martyr in the meaneſt cauſe. 


VARIUS. 

Enough, enough, I am already cur'd, 
Atleaſt till Jux i is beheld again, 

_., wWRUTUS. — 
'Tis half a cure in love to wiſh for one, 
Give me your hand, you'll march with me to- morrow; 
Where you will drown your ſighs-in ſounds. of war, 
And turn your tender ſt thoughts ow your poor country. 

[Exeant BnuTus and Varivs. 


- 
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Second, CHORUS, 
Of Athenian Youths and Virgins. 
By Mr. POPE. 


YOUTHS.- 
Oo Tyrant love] haſt thou poſſeſt 
The prudent, learn d, and virtuous breaſt ? 
Wiſdom and wit ia vain reclaim, N 
And arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 
Var1vs with bluſhes owns he loves, 
And BxvTvus tenderly reproves. | 
Why, virtue, doſt thou blame deſire, 
Which nature has impreſt? _ 
Why. nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
T be mild and gen'rous breaſt? 
VIRGINS. 
Love's purer flames the gods approve; | 
The gods, and BxuTvs bend to love: 
BxvTvs for abſent PoxT14 ſighs, 
And ſterner Cass1vs melts at Jux I As eyes. 
What is looſe love? a wand' ring fire, 
A tranſient fit of fond deſire. 
But HYMEN's flames like ſtars unite, 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte, as cold CynT#14's virgin light, 
Produttive as the ſun, 


TOT Es. 
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YOUTHS, 
What various joys on one attend, 
As ſon, as father, husband, friend? 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, 
And finds a thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe, 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye, 
Or views his ſmiling progeny; 
What tender paſſions take their turns? 
What home-felt raptures move? 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With. rev'rence, hope and love, 
CHORUS of Both. 
Hence guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmiſes, 
Falſe oaths, falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 
. Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurprizes, 
(Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine) 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, _ 
Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure, 
Sacred HYMEN ! gheſe are thine. 
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ACT. m SCENE I. 
In the ſame Veſtibule.. 


Enter Bxvrus, Juxia, and Luciiivs. 


LUCILIUS. 


A Meſſenger expreſs arriv'd from Rome, 
Is entring mourafully the palace gates; 
And, as he paſſes, weeping all the way, 
My mind forebodes; ſpeak, is my PoRx TIA well? 


Enter Meſſenger, who gives a Letter to BruTvus. 
MESSENGER. 
She is, Sir. | | | 
BRUT'US. 
Then I hope to bear the worſt. 
„My duty forces me to ſend you news, Reads. 
„Which, tho? you needs muſt know, I grieve to write. 
+ Two hundred of the nobleſt rank in Rome 
** Proſcrib'd, and murder'd: CI cERO himſelf 
„ Giv'n up-by falſe OcTavivs to his foes.” 
| Good heav'ns! to whom do ye difpoſe mankind ? 

Sad fate, indeed! ſo great a villainy [ Drops the Letter. 
Is moſt ſurprizing, tho tis done by them. Jeeps. 
JUNTA. 

Diſmal indeed! but oh my deareſt brother, 
| Let 
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Let not your tender mind be too much touch'd; 
Practiſe that patience which you now have taught me. 
Cassius is abſent, I am deſolate, 

Yet Rome (you ſaid) muſt take up all my thoughts. 


BRUTUS, 
And therefore 'tis for Rome I muſt lament, 
At once depriv'd.of her moſt worthy ſons! 
Theſe ſons are to be envy'd, not bemoan'd; 
Moſt noble ſuff”rers in their country's cauſe: 
Great CrcERo lives ſtill, ſhall live for ever; 
While men can read, or value worth or learning. 
But Rome herſelf appears all pale before me, 
Guſhing out tears, and wringing helpleſs hands; 
Rome, Rome has loſt her beſt, her pureſt blood! 
[IVeeps again. 
JUNTIA. 
BxvUTvVS, be chear'd: her vital parts remain; 
In you and Cass1vs flows the Roman ſpirit, 


That ſtill inſpires whole armies on her ſide. 


LUCILIUS. 

Tis nobly, truly ſaid; and you, bright Jux A, 
Poſſeſs a ſoul, tho' in a ſofter frame, 
- Lofty enough to animate ev'n them. 

| BRUTUS. 
She does, LuciLivs; and were PorT1a here, 
(But I, alas! ſhall never be ſo happy) 
Cassius and I ſhould be but followers 
Of them in the defence of liberty. 
But oh! my Cicero ! who ſpeaks thy praiſe, 
Muſt have a tongue like thine, beyond the bounds 
of ph Smt s and fit to fill 
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The mouth of fame with never-dying ſounds. 
JUNTA. 


How could OcTavrivs conſent to loſe him, 

The beſt, as well as wileſt of his friends? 
BRUTUS. 

Ambition over-eager, checks at nothing; 

A goodly, but a dang*rous bird of prey; 

Flies at all game, and never to be tam'd, 

She pecks, and tears the hand on which ſhe fits. - 

I often warn'd good TULLY of his danger; 

But all in vain, when heav'n will have it ſo. 

He wiſh'd himſelf with us, at CAESAR's death, 

And heartily, I doubt not; tho* his foes 

Suſpected his too ſoſt and tender nature. 


SCENE u. 


Enter ſome Lictors, bringing in THEODOTUS with 
them bound as 4 Priſoner. j 


LICTOR. 

We have diſcover'd here THrEoDoTUs, 

Odious to all mankind for PompEtr's death. 
JUNIA. | 

What! he that made a formal ſpeech for 1 

And with a philoſophic gravity 

SanQtify'd miſchief with a rey'rend tongue? 

The orator wants words in his own cauſe. 


BRUTUS. 
Sp ak for thy ſelf; that: juſtice thou ſhalt have. 
T HE O- 
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T H EOD OT Us. 
Had I not often own'd my crime with tears, 
So ſelf-condemn'd already; or if BxuTus 
Were not my judge, the good, the faultleſs Bx rs; 
Black tho' I now appear, and all disfigur'd 
With common prejudice; yet I might give 
Fair colour to this hated, foul offence. 
But who can ſtand the teſt of ſtricteſt juſtice? 
Or how can words avail to ſway the wiſe? 
This wifdom and this juftice are in BRur us. 
So much ſuperior thou to other men, 
That at thy judgment; ſeat, the greateſt art 
Is uſeleſs to excuſe the ſmalleſt fault. 


h BRUTUS. 
Say boldly all thou canſt. 
THEODOTUS. 
Elſe, 1 might ſay tis hard to be condemn'd 
For doing that, which if 1 had not done, 
I might have jaſtly been condemn'd by thoſe 
Who ſummon'd me to council for their ſafety. 
I thought their ſafety aſk'd for Pops death: 
O that I could redeem it with my own! 
PomMPEY was great, was good, was wiſe, was vallant, 
But yet was yanquiſh'd by more happy Carvax; 
Who, had his foe been ſpar'd, would ſoon have bers 
A real rage, which now he but affected. 
Could Egypt ſtop the victor of Phorſalia ? 
All we could give was but a poor reprieve, 
A hardfhip worſe than death to minds reſoly'd. 
Rome and her liberty entirely loſt, 
Poux would have diſdain'd a life precarious, . 
Which yet had coſt our king and country dear. 
| L 2 Would 
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Would he had counſell'd, and would I had dy'd! 
For he; who, as a Roman, died for Rome; 
bed born with us, would have advis'd for Egypt. 


] UNTA. | 

With all thy guilt, how durſt thou name great Pompzr , 

THEODOTUS. 
Ev'n he was guilty once, and flew your father. 
Yet, grant he was the braveſt, beſt of men, 
Victorious often in the cauſe of Rome, 
While I was but a counſellor for Egypt; 
Since fame rewards his ſervice to his country, 
Should I be puniih'd for aſſiſting mine? 

BRUTUS. 
If words could change the nature of ill deeds, 
Thy head would be indebted to thy tongue, 
Which, I muſt needs confeſs, has done its part, 
And makes my tender nature wiſh thee hence, 
Out of my reach, as well as will to puniſh. 
But here I ſtand the ſubſtitute of Rome ; 

Which with united fighs bemoans her PoupEr, 
And weeping waits to have his death reyeng'd. 
Thy worthleſs prince and country were too light 
A ſacriſice to Pompey. At his feet 
Cars Ax himſelf was nat too great to fall: 
Think but on that, and thou wilt die content, 


| [Exeunt LuciLius and Officers with THEODOTUS, 


Twere barbarous to reaſon with a wretch 
Long fince condemn'd to die by Rome's decree. 
But he was no Egyptian, as he pleaded; | 
Nor — to that r he ſo advis'd. 
| ' JUNI ud 


&( = 
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JUNTA. 
What king or country dares be fo andacicus 
To hurt the meaneſt ſenator of Kome ? 
How then durſt any think of killing PM PE Y? 


BRUTUS. 
Preſumptuous wickedneſs! PM o'ercome, 
Abandon'd by bis friends, a fugitive, 
At mercy of the meaneſt, baſeſt villain; 
Yet in that loweſt ebb was much too high 
For ſuch a prince as PTOLEMY to reach. 
From PTOLEMY, proſtrate at Pomyzy's feet, 
Not only aid, but reverence was due. 
That chief cſcaping, might have chang'd Rome's fate; 
And the whole world bad been oblig'd to Egypt. 


s GENE Ul. 
Enter LuciLivs. 


LUCI1LIUS. 
Baſe villainy is ſeldom at a ſtand, 
But. till proceeding on to greater miſchief: 
From murd'ring ſenators at Rome, they now 
Lift their aſpiring treachery to BRVrus. 
The wiſe Athenions watchful of your ſafety, 
Have newly ſciz'd a ſlave in foul diſguiſe; 
Who on the rack confeſles all the crime. 
„Hie thee to Athens (ſaid the baſe OcTAv21v3) 
And ſave thy maſter, ſave us all, ſave Rome, 
Go, purchaſe fime and freedom by a blow: 
Our foes are all whited in that BxuTus; 
„He, he alone infpir'd the death of CIA 
ge deſperate, be ſecret, and be rich.” 
N Ly ' _ BRU- 
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B RUT US. 
I pity the poor wreteh; he knows no better. 
At his return how would his maſter grieve 
To find me fafer here than he at Rome? 
He does but ſhoot theſe arrows in the air. 


ELUCILIU'S. - 
Except at Rome infected by our foes, 
Virtue like yours is ev'ry-where ſecure, 
And claims the juſt protection of mankind. 
JUNIA. 
Your life is fo important, 
Youths quite their pleaſures, ſoldiers light their pay, 
Ev'n miſers leave their wealth to watch your alety. 


'BRUTUS. | 
Let go the ſlave to tell OcTay1vs this. 


LUCILIUS. 
What! fave that wretch ? 
BRUTUS. 
Boch ſave and let him go, 
In this attempt he but 9. w maſter. 
[Exit Lucius. 
Oh that there were no Romans worſe than he! 
This ſlave would kill, but tis to get his freedom! 
But, ah! ev'n ſenators are growing ſtaves, | 
"Careleſs of honour, void of honefty, 
Forgetting all their noble anceſtors, 
And ruining a glorious commonwealth ! 


Enter Tirixivs and Lucitivs again, 


TITINIVUS. 4 
Cassius has ſent me here with this reply, 


MARCUS BRUTUsS, 125 


He wants that gold himſelf, which you would borrow; 

Of which, at meeting, -you ſhall have account. 

Theſe letters I have brought for noble Jux 14. 
[Junta goes out with the Letters. 3 


beirren 
Your legions then muſt ſtay till his are paid. 
BRUTUS, | 
Think not the worſt, LuciLtivs, ere it comes: 
At Sardis we ſhall meet by break of day. 


I'll take an hour's repoſe, - and then for Sardis. 
Good night to both. 


LUCILIUS. 
Reſt to youy noble thoughts. 
[Excunt, 


— 


BrxuTvus remains, laid on his Couch, 


BRUTUS. mus DL | 
Fic ttt ſleep is not to be courted. | 9 
Sing, boy, the ſong that Pox TIA likes fo well, f 
And ſoothe my thoughts with ſome melodious ſounds. . 
| [Soft muſic and ſong, | 
Man is himſelf an infirument of muſic; 
But yet ſome ſtring is always out of tune. 
And ev'ry ſound we make ſhews our confuſion. 
Why ſhould this death of Cazs4ax trouble me? 
I did it not for anger, or ambition ; 
But for mere honeſty, and public good; 

, | Nay, 
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Nay, good to him, for in my own opinion, 
Tis better much to die, than live unjuſtly, 
My fellow - citizens, my kindred, friends, 

All ſunk at once beneath his riſing fortune. 
And ſhould I tamely ſuffer an uſurper 
Teenſlave mankind, becauſe he ſmiles on me? 
Friendſhip indeed is the moſt tempting bribe ; 
But juſtice ſhould be blind to all its beauty. 
And yet a reſtleſſneſs attends ſuch deeds, 

Tho' ne'er ſo juſt; ſomething that feets unwieldy, 
That fits uneaſy on a genyfe nature: 

I cannot fleep, unleſs I ſhake it off. 


SCENE V. 


Enter a Spirit in the ſhape of c. full of wounds. 


Sure I fleep now, or elſe my eyes delude me: 

I know tts fancy all; and yet I ſtagger. 

Ha! it comes on! what art thou? when alive, 

Tho arm'd with pow'r, adorn'd with fame and greatneſs, 

A fear'd thee not, becauſe thou wert unjuſt; , | 

But more than human now, thou ſeent'ſt above me! 

u unknown Being ! I conjure thee, ſpeak. 
SPIRIT. | 

I am thy evil genius, Maxcvs Bavrtvs, 

And have aſſum'd this ſhape, to S thee terror. 
BRUTUS. 

Terror! how cam'ſt thou to know me no better? 


Sure thou art ignorant, as well as evil. a 
SP I- 
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SPIRIT. 
Is murder then no crime? | 
BRUTUS. 
Killing is none; 
When done not for outſelyes, but for our country. 


SPIRIT. 
Not for yourſelf indeed; you ſtabb'd your friend, 
BRUTUS. 
Friend! oh thou toucheſt now my tender part! 
Oh name that word no more! 
SPIRIT. 
A friend ! a friend! 
BRUTUS. 
But what's a friend, compar'd with public — 
Convince me, if thou can'ſt: oh, teach me truth! 
And ſhew me but one glimpſe of future being, 
Of which we talk ſo much, yet know ſo little! 
Diſpel theſe miſts that mule poor mankind, 
And open to me all that glorious ſcene! 
Shew me where virtue ſmiles and fits-enthron'd, 
And where morality finds juſt reward; 
'Tis ſure, above: for ill men proſper here. 


SPIRIT. 
Soon at Philippi thou ſhalt know it all. 

BRUTUS. 
Shall we then meet again ? 

SPIRIT. 


Yes, at Philippi. 
B R U 
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BRUTUS. 
I'll meet thee there. T'll meet thee any- where. 
Now I am reſolute, the ſhadow flies, (Exit Spirit. 
And vaniſhes together with my fear. 
What hoa! 
Enter Bo v. 
My lord. 


BRUT US. 
Did you ſee nothing? 
BOY. | 
Wy No. 
BRUTUS. 
Nor hear me ſpeak ? 
Sg 7 * | 
- _., Nothing at all, my lord. 
212 r 
Let ev ry thing be ready for our mare; 
And call me up, be ſare, by break of day. 
Till then IU Geep Within. Excunt. 
1 10 » Aa 
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Third CHORUS. 
Of Roman Senators. 


ARK is tbe maze poor mortals tread ; 


Wiſdom itſelf a guide will need: 
We little thought, when CatsAar bled, 
That a worſe CazsAaR would ſucceed. 
And are we under ſuch a curſe, 
We cannot change, but for the worſe ? 


IT. 
With fair pretence of foreign force, 
By which Rome muſt herſelf enthral ; 
Theſe, without bluſhes or remorſe, 
Proſcribe the beſt, impov'riſh all. 
The Gauls themſelves, our greateſt foes, 
Could act no miſchicfs worſe than thoſe. 


III. 
That Jurtvs, with ambitions thoughts, 
Had virtues too, his ſoes could ſind; 
Theſe equal him in all his faults, 
But never in his noble mind. 
That free - born ſpirits ſhould obey 
Wretches, who know not how to ſway! 
| IV. 
Late we repent our haſty choice, 
In vain bemoan ſo quick a turn. 
Hark all, ta Rome's united voice 
Better that we a while had borne 
Ev'n all thoſe ills which moſt diſpleaſe, 


Than fought a cure far worſe: than the diſcaſe. 
ACT 
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ACT IV..-SCENE I. 


A Field near Philippi, where CAss Ius and 
BRUTUs made the rendezvous of their armies. 


Enter BxuTvs and Officers. 


BRUTUS. 


Ts here that I and Cassius were to join: 
What ſay our ſcouts? Is any army near? 


OFFICER. 
The riſing duſt diſcovers. their approach; 
And ſome, impatient of fo flow a march, 
Are juſt arriy'd before to meet their friends. 
Enter LuciLivs. 
BRUTUS. 
O, here's LvciLivs, whom I ſent to Cassius. 


LUCILIUS. | 
Cassivs, my lord, ſalutes the 1 Bxurus, 
And haſtens to embrace him. | 
BRUTUS.” | 
O Luvc1rtivs! 
Cassius is alter'd much, or ill advis'd; 
Has, I am loth to ſay it, done ſome things 
Which do not well become ſo great a man. 
But, ſince he is ſo near, Fil ſtay my cenſure, 
And wiſh to find my jealouſy miſtaken. 
But, good LuciLivs, how did he receive you, 


W N 
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LUCILIVUS. 
With forms, and compliments, and great reſpect, 
Out- doing enemies in ceremony; 
But no familiarity betwixt us; 
None of that free and friendly conference 
Which we have us d of old: and when he nam'd you, 
Twas always with ſuch ſet, affected praiſe, 
As if the commendation had no meaning, 
But to be told again. 
BRU TUS. 
I am afraid 
Thon judgeſt but too right: nothing is nobler 
Than friendſhip, till it once begins to fail; 
But then aſham'd, and conſcious of defect, 
It hides itſelf in compliment and care: 
At the firſt ſhock, off falls the frail diſguiſe; 
Falſhood is fooliſh, and betrays itſelf. 
There is no art in plain and friendly truth, 
Which like the ſun ſhines forth by its own light. 
Violent minds ſometimes make glorious ſhew, 
Like gilding ſhine, equal to real gold 
But in the uſage, how much difference! 
Hark! he's arriy'd; march gently-on to meet him. 


S GG EN E II. 
Euter Cassius, &c. 
CAS SI US. 
Embracing thus is but a thing of form ; 


For 'tis not fit that both our armies here 


Should once ſuſpect the leaſt diſpute between us. 
M B R U- 
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BRUTUS.- | 
The common cauſe indeed requires vur care; 
And all our diſcontents ſhould yield to that. 
R 
BxvTvVs, let us retire into my tent, 
Leſt here by chance ſome unbecoming word 
Break out too loud. | 


5 R U T U 8. 
Are we ſo little maſters of ourſclyes ? 
How can we then be fit to govern armies ? 


vt C:4a.S S.1:0U..S8 
You think yourſelf above thoſe common frailtics. , 


| BRUTUS. 
The Stoics are above unruly paſſion. | 
But, ſince you would retire, I am content 
My ſoldiers may remove beyond thoſe fields. 
LuciLt1vs, mareh a little off this ground: 
Let your men do the like, under pretence 
Of our conferring: about great affairs; 
Indeed our greateſt; for a home diſpute 


Is of more conſequence than foreign dangers. 
CASSTUS. ts 
T1TiN1vUs, let my forces move away 
To yonder plain, and leave us all alone; 
*Tis neceſſary we ſhould be in private. 
Exeunt all, except BY Urs and Cassius. 


* 
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. - EASSTVUS. 
You afk'd me fifty talents for your legions, 
And in a ſtyle us to your treaſarer, f 
As if I ſhould prefer yours to my on: | \ 
Am I to be impos'd on thus by you? 1 
„„ IAU rs 
Sure, Cass tus little knows the force of friendſhip; 
Writing ſo freely, ſhew'd my truſt and kindneſs. _ 
He that deſires a favour from a friend, 
Does him the greateſt in deſiring it. 
CASSIUS. 1 a 2608 N 
Come, I muſt tell you, over- great applauſe " 
Lifts you too high. Shou'd I, who kill'd ev'n Cazs an, - 2 
Only for his exceflive pow'r and pride, 
Should I at laſt ſubmit thus to another? 
From a ſuperior my ſtars defend me 
| BRUTUS. - 
From a ſuperior! you little know me: 
J ſcarce would be ſuperior to my flaves, 
Except in virtue; that is worthy pride. 
| CASSIUS. 
Then think not, Sir, of being above me. 
1 LA 
I wih T were not, by theft ſuſpicions. 
What! jealous of a friend? it moves my pity. 
CASSIUS. 
Pity! I ſcorn it. | | 
BRUTUS. | 
Scorn your rage, that moves it, 
M 2 My 
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My pity is not, ought not, to be lighted : 
*Tis like the kind compaſſion of a parent, 

Full of concern, and free from all contempt, 
Rather deſerves your thanks than your reproach. 


CASSIUS. 
My thanks! for what! for domineering o'er me? 


BRUTUS. 
Yet reaſon has ſome right to govern paſſion. 


lie 
BxvTVs, you have an over-ruling way, 
Which, under colour of a patient calmneſs, 
Expects compliance with your gentle temper. 
But I ſee thro' it. 

BRUTUS. 
See! your paſſion blinds 42 
CAS SI US. 
Tou have no paſſion, yet provoke another's. 
BRU T Us. * 

Is it provoking to inform a brother 
Of faults no other dares preſume to tell him, 
And yet moſt neceffary he ſhould know ? 
Your troops have done moſt diſmal outrages ; 
Forc'd harmleſs wretches from their native homes, 
Slighted the widows and the orphans tears, | 
Gather'd their laſt remains with greedy gripe; 
That which poor ſwains had labour'd for whole years, 
Is in one moment plunder'd by your ſoldiers. 
This ſinks our cauſe, which roſe at firſt ſo glorious. 
Shall we, who ſoar'd fo high in reputation, 
And open'd ev'ry mouth in our juſt praiſes, 
Now on a ſudden fall to dire oppreſſion ? 


Shall we at laſt pull down with our own hands 
* That 
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That lofty fabric of well-founded honour? be 4 
CASSIUS. ' 
Am I to anſwer for it? 
BRUTUS. 
With your fame; 
That ſtands expos'd to ey'ry juſt man's cenſure. 
CASSIUS. 
Go on no more; I will no longer bear it. 


BRUTUS. 
By heav'n you ſhall hear all, then do your worſt. 
Dare I not ſay whatever you dare act? 
Am I not equally concern'd with you 
In this great war for freedom of our country ? 
Yet muſt not tell whatever hurts our cauſe 2” 


CASSIVUS. 
Tempt me no farther, Sir; you may repent it. 


BRUTUS. * 
Tempt not you me with all your furious looks: 
I am above your threats, and can look down 
Both on yourſelf and them. 


CASSLIV:S. 
Were it not for the cauſe. we have in hand, 
I wou'd not bear this heap of injuries. 


BRUTUS. 
J injure? where is that unlacky man 
Who can with reaſon make complaint of me? 
If any, ll acknowledge it with ſhame. 
The man who wrongs his meaneſt adverſary, 
Exalts his enemy above himſelf, 
And can you think that I could injure Cass1vs, 

M 3 My 
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My brother, and my friend? 
CASSIVS. 
| If hearing lyes 
With greedy ears, and ſoon believing them; 
If miſinterpreting whatec'er I do, 
And repreſenting things in fouleſt colours, 
Can be call'd wronging, who was e'er ſo wrong'd? 
% BRUT US. | 
If I have faid one word that ſounds unkindly, 
My tongue has: ſlipp'd, and quite deceiv'd my heart, 
That melts like wax before your hotteſt anger. 
Behold my tears for having ſo much vex'd you. 
CASSIUS, 
What ſays my BRurus? ſpeak that word again: / 
Am I not then ſo full, ſo full of faults? 
BRUTUS. 
It was . frailty to preſume ſo much. 
CASSIUS. 
And mine to be ſuſpicious of my BRurus. 
All ſhall be mended. 
| BRUTUS. 4 
| But can you forgive | 
Too hoes expreſſions, tho with kind intent? 
\CASSIUS. 
So kind intent, I own the obligation. 
No man but BxuTvsdurſt have ſpoke fo boldly; 
No man but BxvTvs woald have _ ſo kindly. 
"TM of F< 
Oh! Cass1vs, nothing but the tender'ſt main 
And when I thought it Tor the public good, 


: 


Could 
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Could have embolden'd me to cenſure you. # 50 oy 


CASSIUS,.. 1 
Embrace me cloſe, and witneſs how my heart 
Leaps up tranſported with this ſudden change. 


| BRUTU 8. - ls 
It was an eager argument indeed, 

But ends as it ſhould do between ſuch friends, | 
Reſenting nothing but their country's wrongs. 
Methinks good ſpirits how ring all around us, 

Should to the world proclaim our happy union, 
Now, while our enemies combine in miſchief, 

Thus firmly joyn'd, we'll firſt be conquerors, 
Then make all Rome contented as ourſelves. 


$8.06 NE. I... * 
Enter Lucius and T1T1NIVUS, 
CASSIUS. | p 
Come in, LuciLivs; welcome, good T1TINIUS, 4 


Let us conſult of our neceſſities, 
And manage well this laſt important take, | 


BRUTVU:S. 
The ſtate is thus at Rome: my letter mentions 
Full fifty ſenators, with thouſands more, 3 
Newly proſcrib'd; and CI ER is one. 
, .CASSIUS. 

C1CERo one! that talking friend of CaRSAR 
OcTav1us has well paid him for his pains; * A 
May ill. men ever uſe each other fo, 

B RU TUS. A Las 
Oh! gently eenſure ev'n a foc when dead. | 
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Sec, CassIVs, here the curſe of over-caution. 

The wary walker, who miſtruſts too much, 

Treads not ſo firm, but faintly, and fo ſtumbles: 
'Thus TvLLY fell, by too much fear of falling. 


CASSIUS. 

But Axroxx and youpg OcTavivs 

Are marching hither with a mighty force: 

The uſeleſs LE IDs is left at Rome. | 
_—  SETTYSs,. 

The queſtion is, whether we had not beſt 

Haſte' on, with anger bent againſt our foes, 

' Rather than tamely wait their bold aſſault. 


. CASSIUS, 
I am for ſtaying here: my reaſon this; 
So long a march muſt weary aut our ſtrength, 
Which reſt will give us here. Let them come on, 
And, tir'd with toil, expoſe their bending bodies 
Under our luſty arms, vig'rous and freſh : 
Beſides, in this we take the ſtouteſt part; 
For teſblute expecting certain danger 
Shews the moſt ſettled courage; while the coward 
Runs often fiercely on to ſhim his fear, 
* ſwallow down in haſte the bitter draught 


BRUTUS. 

Some reaſons have a ſtrange fallacious force; 
Juſt as the pleaſing colours us'd' by artiſts 
Delude the very ſight. | But, in my judgment, 

It tires our army more to tarry here. : 
Opinion is the ſoul of ry action 
Keep but that up, that keeps up all the reſt: 
And 'tis maintain'd by marks of reſolution, 


By ruſhing on the foe, forcing to fight, 


17 
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Not ling'ring here behind with flacken'd vigour. 
We mult depend upon our zeal and cauſe, 

And therefore in -hot blood ſhall do it beſt. 

If once we cool, their ſurer diſcipline 

Will ſoon prevail againſt our new-rais'd force. 
The hearts of all our ſoldiers now are ſet 

On fierce encountring, all their rage inflam'd ; 
There's nothing wanting but to draw their ſwords, 
And down goes tyranny, to riſe no more. 

Can we ſit ſtill, and pauſe with ſuch a thought? 
So near a glorious deed there's no repoſe: 
Impatience makes unquiet expectation, 

And eager nature can allow no reſt. 1 70 


CASSIUS. 


You ſhall prevail; we'll let em but refreſh, 

And then we'll charge the foe. 
BRUTUS. 

Let us embrace; and, oh! my deareſt brother, 

This quarrel ſhall but make us better friends. 


Fa. 1 a N \ 
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On en vows * chearfully we fog, _— 
While martial muſic fires our blood : 
Let all the neighb'ring echoes ring 
With clamours for our country's good: 
And for reward, of the juſt gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or a death with fame. 
| May 
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May, Rome be. freed from war's alarms, . 

And taxes beavy to be borne; Ro 
May ſhe beware of foreign arme | 
And ſend them back with wel. ba. 

And, for rs Gin: 0 flabrge lung 1 


— 1 
* 


May the no more 3 in Giende, 
Wo nothing farther underſtood, 
Than only for their private ends, 
To waſte. her wealch, ee. 
And, for reward, . ; 


Our ſenators. _ L 60 "x ug 
From private piques, they * as; 


From the low thoughts of "oY . 
And hazarding the Joſi 
And, for reward, Sf, 
TA 
The mining arms with paſte prey 
Then to the glotfons combat y; 
Our minds unclogg'd with farther care, 
Except to ovexcome or die. 
And, for reward, Cc. | 


— 


They fight, oppreſſion to increaſe; 
Me, for our liberties and laws: N 
It were à fin*t6 doubt fücteft, ada | 5 
When freedom is the noble W N 
And, for reward, of the juſt gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or à death with fame. 
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ACT v. scENE I. 

The field of Philippi. 

BR Urus, Cas$1vs, Lucius and TiTINTGES, 
with other officers af the head of their army. 


Enter VaR us baſtily. © 
TT FARTUS. 
12 ſtars favour our cauſe already. 
Behold! a heedlefs party of Oc rA virus, 
Haſt'ning too faſt, is fall'n within our ambuſh; 
And we may cut them off without defence. 
C)AsSs TUS. 
Fall on 'env inſtantly. | 
BRUTUS. 
Hold, CAsSsIius, hold, 
And ſpare your fellow-citizens at mercy. 
CASSTUS. 
The death of theſe will make the day our own. 
| BRUTUS. 
"Twill rather make the reſt more defperate. 
Conſider, Cass tus, they are Romans all. 


- " "+43 


CASSIUS, 
So much the worſe, fighting againſt their country. 
BRUTUS. 


Alas! they do but follow wicked leadets, 
And are our countrymen, with all their faults; 
Kindred, aay friends, perhaps, to thee or me. 
CASSIUS. 
Thy tender nature will undo ws all. 
BRU TUS. 
Good Casstus, let me over rule in this, 
And you in all things elſe ſhall govern me. 
Order 


144 THE DEATH OF | 


Order our ſoldiers not to kill a man, [To LuciLivs. 
But ſeize them gently, as your future friends. 
Oh! Casst1vs,. what a pleaſure tis to ſave 
Romans from falling i in a ſhameful cauſe! 
| te 
I can no longer contradict my Bxurus, 
Your mercy is ſo moving; yet Ion 
This battle never was-approy'd by me: 
For I would ne'er have ventur'd at one blow  / 7 
So great a ſtake as all our liberties; _ | 
But rather haye prolong'd th' important war, 
I uſe to ſlight preſages; but of late, 
My mind, I know not how, forcboding il. 
Spite of my reaſon, feels a drooping ſadneſe, 
And by its gloomy light foreſees misfortune. 
B R UT. US. 
In ſuch a cauſe it were a fault to fear; ; 
Elſe, Cass tus, I might have ſome fancies too. 
For Cat$sAR's ghoſt appear'd to me laſt night, 


At all his gaping wounds breathing revenge; . 
* when I would have reaſon'd with it, nn. 
rns. T>hino') 


Alas! good BxuTus, what can be in that, | 

But an effect of melancholy fumes ? 

A dark and diſmal picture lively drawn 

By dreaming fancy, tho' we think we wake ? 

Our ſe& believes no ſpirits; if there be, T 

At leaſt, if they are ſuch as PLaTo fancies, 

Thoſe purer beings, who behold our cauſe, 

Thoſe demi-gods will ſure encourage virtue, 

And give their fellow-creatures juſt aſſiſtance. 

Thus, in the midſt of laughter we ſhall find 

Ten thouſand airy legions on our fide, 910 
; Sent i 
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Sent to our aid, as heawn's auxiliaties 
Enter Lue111vs, with an officer of the other army. 
LUCILAIVS. | | 
My k lord, your gen'rous orders were. obey'd, 
And ſee the juſt ſuecefs! This worthy tribune, 
Won by your mercy to thoſe other foldiers, - 
Is come to join us with a valiant band, 
Swearing they never will be foes to Bu UT US. 
OFFICE. 
Such virtue needs no army to ſupport it; 
It vanquiſhes beyond the reach of foree, 
And makes our very minds yield due ſubmiſſion. 
| BRUTVUS. 
Submiſſion only ſhould be paid to heav'n, 
And I muſt bluſn to hear it from a Roman. 
We ſcarce have in this little ſpan of life 
Sufficient” time for exerciſe of virtue; 
We ſhould do ill to loſe the leaſt occaſion 
Let all his- eohort charge with our chief legion. 
Such a deſertion is a timely ſerviee. 
OFFICER. 
Your -approbation is our higheſt aim: 
And this day we'll deſetve it. 
BRUT US. 
Tis not doubted: 
Your country's freedom will excite your valour. 
Let him have rank among our chief commanders. 
[Exit officer with Varivs and TiTINTVE, 
$60 + mi. 
Manent Cassius and BRUTVUS:. 
CASSIUS. 
The fight is well begun, moſt noble BxuTvs ; 
And may the reſt be ſtill ſo favourable, | 
That we may lengthen cut our lives to age, © 
$5.98 N In 
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* 


In all the peaceful joys of love and friendſbip. 
But, ſince the chance of war is moſt uncertain, 
"Tis wiſdom to provide againſt the worſt : 
Which is, our parting, if we loſe the battle, 
Never to meet again: in ſuch à caſe | 
What is my deareſt friend reſolv'd to 407 
BRUTUS. 
1 am, alas! ſo weary of a world. 
All full of faults and follies, I would leave it: 
But that to me it ſcems a want of fpirit 
To ſhrink from life for fear of future ill. 
Tis to diſtruſt the juſtice of the gods, 
Or elſe their pow'r; and is, in my opinion, 
Not courage, but a bold. diſguiſe for fear. 
With h pdtience arm'd, Fll bear the blows of fortune 
CASSIUS, | | 
Then, deareſt BxuTvs, you can be content 
To wear a chain; nay, what is yet much worſe, | 
To ſee great Rome as much a ſlave as you? 
ü . BRUT US. 
O never, never come that fatal day | 
The very ſound offends. | Oh! you have nam'd - 
The only thing, ye gods! I cannot bear. 
. When-cer ye ſend that ſummons, tis my laſt. | 
And therefore, leſt we ne'er ſhould meet again, 
Here let us take our everlaſting leave. Nod er 
CAS SI US. . cute 
— Baker * n for. ever, farewel, Bavtvs! 
After this famous day we ſhall, be victors, 
Or elſe beyond the ſenſe' of being vanquiſt d. 
RR UT us. 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Cas sus! 
Twill be with pleaſure if we meet hereafter; , , 
Ff not. l is our greateſi polo: Eau ſevcralh. 
* al 1 2 


) 
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SCENE III. 


Tuſt as Cass1vs is going of, enter Tirixtvs boftily, 
; and flops him, . 


| TITINIUS. 
The army of Maxx ANTONY appears, 
Fearleſs, and forward to attempt your camp. 
CASSIUS. 
Sure, tis impoſſible : tho' brave to raſhneſs, 
He is a ſoldier of too great experience; 
I cannet hope for ſuch a fault in him, 
'Tis ſafer to beſtride the angry ocean, 
Than offer to aſſault a Roman camp. 
We'll ſoon correct this inſolent Ad Tron ius, 
And cruſh the bold attempt. [Exit Cassius. 
A Charge is ſcunded. 
Re-enter Cassius, with T1TIN1Us,” PINDARUS, 
and other officers, 
| CASSIUS. 
Their proſp'sons raſhneſs terriſies our men, 
Who never fear'd before: I doubt all's loſt ; 
The liberty of Rome is gone for ever. 
I periſh with it, or redeem the day. 
Tirixtus, oh! make haſte, fly tew'rd thoſe troops; 
Diſcover quickly if they are our friends, 
| [Exit Tirixtus. 
Go, PinDAaRUs, get on the riling ground, _ 
(My ſight, thou know'ſt, is ſhort) and take a view 
Quite round the field. | 
PiNDARVUS goes up the hill, then calls to Cass1vs. 
PINDARUS, 
Hoa, my good lord! 
CASSIUS. 
What now? O | 
N 2 | PIN- 
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'PINDARWVS; 
Tirtutivus is ſeia'd on by the foe. 
_ CASSIVUS. 
Oh, he is taken, and they ſhout for joy, 
Come down, come'down; [Cass1us goes alſo to view. 
Oh, I have d to ſee my beſt friend loſt: 
And by my oun procurement! PrxDarus, 
I took thee pris ner once, and fpar'd thy liſe; 
All the return I alk, is, now take mine. 
[Fix DeRUs turns —_— weeping. 
a and maſter too 
Yet I have us d thee as beeomes' a friend; 
A friend will not deny my laſt requeſt. 
n with this; with this I flew the tyrant. 
[Cassrvs preſints him bis dagger. 
PIN D A * » * 


Is there neteſſiiy? [LF I 
= 88 1 8. 
Thou ſet there is. 
Diſpatch iy we, white 1 turn 76208 
PIWNDARUS 


Then Kal Leue Cx9951vs. 


HE hills =y 
"CASSTUS: 


What, gone before me? did Lneedexample? - %% 
For ſhame now Cassius, do thy own laſt work? 


Pr. INDARUS * the rer $6 ee 
** 15 


Euler BANG meeting one * cart ren 
juſt entering at the other door. 


bol boon; Ya v0: 
TE4PENIUS. 


3 * 


BR rus with chearful news greets Carvs Cass1vs;-. 


_ And, 


5 4 4 


— 
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And, having broke the forces of Oc T Avius, 
Is haſting hither to relieve his friend. 
OFFICER. | 
Alas! he comes too late, ſee there lies Cassius! 
Enter BxuTvus with officers. 
BRUTUS. 
Is Cass tus on the * O my dear friend! 
[Runs to Cass1vs. 
I came to fill thy cars with pleaſing news; 
But ſuch a ſight has turn'd my joy to grief. 
CASSIUS. 
What! has my feeble hand made me be taken? 
Is Cassius to become the ſcorn of Ax TONY? 
Kang a little, believing it to be Ax rox x. 
| BRUTUS. 
Rather the grief of ev'ry worthy Roman. 
What curſed hand has ſlain my deareſt friend? 
CASSIUS. 
What do I hear, and ſee! is BxuTvus there? 
A pris'ner too? 
B RUT US. 
The gods forbid that, Cass tus! 
Look up and ſee thy mournful friend victorious. 
CAS S1I US. 
Have you then ſav'd the liberty of Rome? 
I alk no more, and die with full content. 
But yet I leave my Jux i behind: 
Oh, ſtill be tender of that beſt of women 
In being kind to her, remember me. { Dies in his arms. 
- BRUTUS. 
Remember thee! who can. forget thy worth? 
With a dead friend, diſputes are all forgot, 
And what is tender takes up all the mind; 
Grief only thinks on that which moſt promotes it 
N 3 And 
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And ob! Tlong 60 give, my h.. A; 1. nh 
— 


But our dear ea e all my care. 

sum mon our ſoldiert, that I may with praiſe ' © 
Keep up that ſpirit which, has fir'd their ſouls. 

| Eater a confuſed multitude of be 
Hail, fellow-ſoldiere, worthy of that cauſe ! 
For which you-fight ſo well. Your actions + 

Urge you no more: be your on great example. 
On far unequal terms theſe armies meet; 
They fight to make ambition ty ranny, 


And themſdlyes ſlaves j their vict'ry is their ruin. 7 


But if for this one day you cat ſubmit bra el 
To one ) but commands you for your ſakes; 
(Now proud to lead, wille you are pleas d to n 
You evxy one ſhall be à Conqueror. 
And equal to your general, who ſecks 
No other triumph but his eonntry's freedom. 
End but that work; and then to foreign warg.. 
There's no man here, but may by merit hopfe 
To lead an army, and have me bis ſoldier. 
130 Acglamations of applauſe. 
Let prodigal Ax Toxirvs promiſe treaſure , 
Wrench'd from hardhands of wretched lab'ring ſwains, 
Who lift them up to heav'n to call down vengeance. 
I can out- bid him, ſpite of all his riches 
Hark to the pleaſing ſound! tis liberty! MI 
That __ ny: L heed ny no more. 
was Us 2 } ¶Exeunt ſoldiers ſting. 
8 5 ＋ N 3 
Atrumpet pounds mournfully. 
r * 
Silence thoſe diſmal notes for Cass1 vs“ deatbß; 


. VET 


„ 22 
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There is no need of ſounds to raiſe true 3 ö 
And it will chear the foe to hear us mourn. 1 ot) 
Oh Cargaypt what a,loſs/art thou to Rome ti | 
| {Stooping. down. ſo the dead — 
Trumpet ſounds again mournful: | Eitter, VARLV $0 
tw AR b rich, He 7 
'Tis with 2 trembling hand I ſhew theſe eters; 
Your grief for Cassius, will, alas! be loſt: 
Like rivers in the occan, ſwallow d up 
In ſadder news. BRUT US. 
__ Speak, is my Pos ria well; 
What! making no anſwer? then tis ſo indeed, 


In ſaying nothing, thou haſt told me all. 


| V. A R31 UMS... A 
Here is the, ſad account. [Helds tbe letter to SanevAs 
BRUT US. 1 + 0 
Oh, read it, read it. U cb 19 
VARI US. 


„ VARIUs, I maſt nawillingly inform you, {Readings 
« That Porta, grieving for her huſband's abſence, 
„Had mourn'd herſelf into a raging fever, 
In which, becanſe ſhe fancy d he was dead. 
she (none ſuſpecting) fwallow'd burning coals, 
« So dy'd with mouratul clamours for her Ba valet 

BRUTUS, 
Knough; enough, O ye immortal gods! 
Fl not complain of you, but of my ſelf; 
For, ſure J am the very worſt of men, 
Since you thiak fit to make me the moſt wretcbeds/ 
How all my tears are on a ſadden ſtopt! 
Something I feel within, that weighs me down ;; 
And I muſt fink. 

VARIUS. 

Good Sir, be comforted. 
B R U- 
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"BRVU'TVUS. 
Oh never, never. | | 
Had'ſt thou beheld her with my weeping eyes, 
When tenderly we took our lateſt leave; 
How her love pleaded, aud her beauty mov'd ; 
When, all diſſolv'd in grief, her mournful looks 
She ſix d on mine? oh never talk of comfort. 
Comfort! dear PoxT14, if 1 ever ſeek it, 
May then ——alas! I cannot curſe my ſelf, 
Heav'n knows, I am already fo unhappy. 
Enter Luc1t1vs haſtihy. 
LUCILIUS. 
The enemy onee more is coming on: 
ANTONY leads them out of Cass1vus' camp, 
And gathers, as he goes, the large remains 
Of the new-routed army of OcTavivs. 
Fl] do my beſt to ſtop them in their march, 
BRUTUS. 
ANToN1vus, and his army! alas! Varivs, 
What's that, or victory itſelf, to me? 
VARIUS. 
But aue country ſhould not be forgotten. 
BR UT US. 
Oh! no: I'll bear about this heavy heart: 
Yet, when I ſtruggle moſt, it weighs me down. 
VARIUS. 
But where is, Sir,. your wonted reſolution ? 
BRUTUS. | 
Gone, Var1vs, gone for ever with my PoR TIA. 
VARIUS. 
Then, farewel all the liberty of Rome! 
B RUT US. 
The liberty of Rome! the thought of that 
Has rous'd me up—yct one ſigb more for PoxTIa— 
Rome 
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Rome yet ſhall have my cares: but oh! my friend. 
May this be the laſt battle among Romans! 
It grieves my ſoul to ſee this civil ſlaughter. 
Fain I would. live to leave my. country free, 
And with my dying eyes behold her proſper. 
Elſe I have done too much; and Caxsar's death. 
Too ſharp a med'eine, if it does not cure. 
Twas cutting off a limb ev'n from my (elf, 
And, oh! I now begin to feel the mam. 
But 'tis too late, and we muſt now look forwards 
Command our men to ſpread on both the wings, 
Leſt they encompaſs us with greater numbers: 
The troops we routed of OcTavius |, > wins 
Will hardly have the heart to, rally more. [Exeunt. 
After they have ſounded @ battle for ſome time, enter 

LueilLius and anot ber officer. 

LUCILIUS. 
All's loſt! ambition triumphs over virtue. 
| OFFICER. 
*Tis not our fault, but fate's: did we not charge 
With fierceneſs fit to fight for all the world? 
Firſt, all our darts we flung away deſpis'd, 
Uncertain weapons of remoter war, 
And ruſh'd an nearer with the ſurer ſword ; 
As if each common ſoldier were a BRUTUS, 
Rome at their hearts, and glory in their minds. 
LUCILIUS. 

But what is valour, when {© overmateh'd | 
By elder aragops,, and much ſuperior numbers? 
Yet no one yielded, while ten; thouſand dy'd? 
Fach call'd for death as faſt as &« he fell, 
And ſtilk by ill-vim'd pity was refus'd. 
We only fought to die, and they to ſave us: 
Which Bxurus then perceiving, left the field, 
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And fled not from their fury, but their mercy. 
Enter VenTiD1vs with a company of ſoldiers. 
VENTIDIUS. | 
Purſue them cloſe, and on your lives ſpare B&vT VE. 
| LV Cert v's.: 
Stop then your chace, and-lead me to AxToON1vs. 
I might have "ſcap'd, but BxuTvs feorns to fly. 
SOLDIER. 
He's taken, he is taken. 
They give a great ſhout, and carry i e 
we fuppeſe to be BxuUTUs. / cant omnes. 
S 8 E N E Vl. | 
e BxuTvs and TiTINTOUs, with ſome officers. 
BRUTVUS. © 
Ye worthy few, who with unuſual faith 
Quit not a friend whom fortune has forſaken ; 
Reſt your tir'd bodies on this bank a while : 
Where like à ſhipwreck'd merchant 1 appear, 
pg the dear remains of my loſt fortunes. 
| OFFICER,” * 
Oh, he can ddge the councils of the gods? 
They all ſit ere 
Behold, the beſt of men is made a prey * 
To boundleſs wildneſs, and unjuſt ambition. [A 
BRUTUS. 2 
That with at Ache bat too often proſpers: 
Yet ſure the gods know better far than oo | 
How to diſpoſe the ruling of mankind. 
If they will have (which yet ſeems Waben der) 
Injuſtice to ſucceed, and virtue ſuffer; | 
Our part is only to ſubmit with rev'rence. 
Tis time, 'tis time that Rome ſhould be at reſt. 
FIRST OFFICER. 
Not for the' world. le nwhiſpers each of them. 
8E 
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SECOND OFFICER. 
The mighty gods forbid! 
THIRD OFFICER. 
May my hand wither firſt ! 


FIRST OFFICER. + 
What did he whiſper? 
THIRD OFFICER..." 


He carneſtly intreated me to kill him. 
FIRST OFFICER 
He mov'd the ſame to me. 
TITINIUS. 

How is that noble ſoul o erw helm'd with anguiſh, 
Not for his own, but for his country's ruin! 

| BRUTUS. | 
Romans, for ſhame ſhew not ſuch childiſh pity. 
Think you I am fo fond of painful life, ¶ He riſes haſtily. 
That my faint hand ſhould tremble at my cure? 
Why then refuſe to do this laſt good office, 
Which I. for want of friends, muſt do myſelf? _. 
Nay, if my life could yet but ſerve my country, 
Tho” rack'd with griefs, the very hopes of that 
Would, like ſtrong cordials, force me to endure it. 
But lawl-{s empire rules! what then remains 
But death, or, worſe than death, ignoble bondage? 
Which if my ſoul can ne' er ſubmit to bear, 
Pardon, good heay'n, my not enduring life 
On ſuch a hard condition! facred virtue! 
Thon deity that all the good adore! 
Why baſt thou caſt me off, and giv'n ſucceſs 
To thy own foes, and mine? I follow thee 
Ev'n thro? the blood of CAESAR, whom T lav'd, 
And who lov'd me. Ye pow'rs immortal! know 
With what a heavy heart, and troubled mind. 
I help'd my country by ſo harſh a means; | 

; But 
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But I moſt gladly make thee this amends ————- 
* [CazsxR"s yhoſt appears and vaniſbes. 
Oh CaEs AR, Catsar! therefore reſt appeas'd; 

I did not kill thee half ſo willingly. © [Ks himelf. 
Euter ANTONT, 'DoLABELLA, VNripius, Cc. 
"A N TONY. 

The blow is giv'n, and we are come too late. 
A great ſhout of foldiers bringing in LUCIL1vs. 
| SDL DTER..” * 
Rewards, and triumph! we have brought you BRS. 
LUC1LIUS. 
No, Au TON: the gods forbif that BX UruS 
Should ever bea pris ner! by aſſuming | 
His name, I here have'ſtopp'd — hot purſuit. 
| ANTONY. 
Thich is not Bu urs, but a worthy ch 
For you have brought a friend, and not a foe. 
Youth, I admire thy virtue; be to me, ö 
As thou haft been to him who now lies there. 
[Lovciirus farts,” fees the 5 of BrvTvs, 
and tneels down by it. 
Oh BxvTvs, I am robb'd of half my triumph; 
To thy moſt gen' rous ſoul I ow'd my life, 
And fain T would have taken kind revenge; 
For, tis a dabt lies heavy on me now. 
Riſe, worthy Roman, do not mour n in vain. Lueilius Fiſts. 
59 EC. UCTTITVETV'S. 
Yield all ye heroes of immortal name, 
Whole ſhining miſchief only raife your fame: 
If public virtte well be underſtagd. | 


Here lies the greateſt man that eber was good. 
IL. L A. 


DOLABI 
Yet the juſt gods a righteou ſbdgment ſend ; 
elk country, but Re keillea his friend. 72 
SHE EBND © | 
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